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FADE IN: 


NEWS ARCHIVE FOOTAGE — QUICK CUTS — L.A. RIOTS — 1992 


Hazy, VHS-quality FOOTAGE captures the chaos, carnage and craven 
rage of those six long days in South Central Los Angeles: 

News helicopters and home movies alike show STRUCTURE FIRES, 
STREET BEATINGS, CIVILIAN GUN BATTLES, LOOTING, ETC. 


EXT. UNIVERSITY OF SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA CAMPUS — MORNING — 1994 


The sharp, emerald skyscrapers of Downtown L.A. shimmer in the 
distance. Beyond them, the monolith San Gabriel Mountains loom. 
Under an aqua California sky, Spanish-inspired academia unfolds 
amongst palms and sycamores — Harvard meets the Mediterranean. 


EXT. U.S.C. COLISEUM — MORNING — CONTINUOUS 


SIMON PHOENIX, 20, Black, handsome and intense, an impeccable 
high-top fade, JOGS around the track surrounding the football 
field in form-fitting gray “U.S.C.” SWEATS, 


NEWS ARCHIVE FOOTAGE — QUICK CUTS 


REGINALD DENNY is BRAINED by a cinder block; REVEREND BENNIE 
NEWTON fends off RIOTERS from the prone body of FIDEL LOPEZ; 
PROTESTORS CLASH with RIOT POLICE at DOWNTOWN’S PARKER CENTER. 


EXT. U.S.C. TRACK/NEWS ARCHIVE FOOTAGE — INTERCUT 


More explosions of CIVIL DISOBEDIENCE and MILITARY RESPONSE. 
Simon’s pace on the track quickens. As his heartbeat rises, his 
lungs pull for air and sweat beads on his boyish face, RODNEY 
KING infamously begs for peace, for reason, for anything: 


RODNEY KING (ARCHIVE) 
...I just want to say, you know, 
can we all get along? 


SMASH CUT TO — 


INT. U.S.C. LECTURE HALL — DAYTIME — 1994 


In a stadium-seating hall, about a third of the seats are filled 
— among them Simon, who now wears faded jeans and a coogi 
Sweater. Professor PHILLIP FRIENDLY, 40’s, long hair, tweed 
jacket, born a Hippie ten years too late, leads the discussion: 


PROFESSOR FRIENDLY 
...-and much to Mr. Robespierre’s 
chagrin, it would seem God exists, 
and he has a sense of humor: 28 
July 1794, Robespierre met his 
beloved guillotine face to face. 
So...was it all necessary? 


STUDENT SHIRLEY 
I don’t know how else you can 
overthrow an entire class 
structure. 


PROFESSOR FRIENDLY 
Anger and fear are the most potent 
of political tools, yes. In the 
right dosage. With the right 
people on hand. 


SIMON 
Lucky there were some people left. 


PROFESSOR FRIENDLY 
Mr. Phoenix. Expound? 


SIMON 
It was called the Reign of Terror 
for a reason. In practice, it was a 
wholesale extermination. Look at the 
precedent: Robespierre died, too. 


PROFESSOR FRIENDLY 
But the French Revolution was a 
success, and those deaths are 
considered by and large legitimate 
political collateral. Liberté, 
égalité- 


SIMON 
That’s nothing but the Reagan 
bumper sticker of the 1790's. 


Everyone, even Friendly, laughs at Simon’s one-liner. 


SIMON (CONT'D) 
“Fraternity” doesn’t mean much 
when your options were to fall in 
line or get 86’d. 


PROFESSOR FRIENDLY 
Valid counterpoint. What are the 
other options? 


SIMON 
Two years ago? The Riots? That 
sure felt like a Revolution. But 
has anything changed from all 
that? Two hundred years ago, maybe 
war and terror were the only way. 
But now? What about the Cold War? 
Or the People’s Revolution in the 
Philippines? “The secret of 
freedom lies in educating people, 
whereas the secret of tyranny is 
in keeping them ignorant.” 


PROFESSOR FRIENDLY 
Who said that? 


SIMON 
Robespierre. 


Friendly smiles and looks at his watch. 


PROFESSOR FRIENDLY 
Sadly, we have not solved the 
metonymic quandary of swords 
versus pens. But that’s our time. 


Friendly is inundated with the THWAP of hardcover books snapping 
shut, RUSTLING papers and ZIPPING backpacks as the class exits. 


PROFESSOR FRIENDLY (CONT’D) 
Mr. Phoenix, a word? 


Simon walks down to Friendly, who packs up his satchel. Friendly 
sifts through some papers — Simon’s ACADEMIC RECORD. 


PROFESSOR FRIENDLY (CONT’D) 
Y'know, don’t get the wrong idea, 
but you could skip the final next 
week and still pull an A-minus in 
this class. 


Simon looks back to him proudly, knowingly. Friendly reads off 
the PAPERS: 


PROFESSOR FRIENDLY (CONT’D) 
1580 S.A.T., 36 A.C.T. 4.1 GPA 
here at U.S.C. All this coming out 
of one of the worst public high 
schools in California. 


SIMON 
With all due respect, sir — do you 
have a point? 


PROFESSOR FRIENDLY 

You’re not a political science 
major. 

(a beat) 
Nor business, nor philosophy. All 
disciplines in which you are also 
wowing your professors. Why haven’t 
you declared yet? 


SIMON 
I got a lot going on. Believe it 
or not, with all those high marks? 
I only got partial financial aid 
this year. I’m pulling all- 
nighters just to keep my dad’s 
store open. And to stay in school. 


PROFESSOR FRIENDLY 
Have you applied to outside grants? 
Private loans? 


SIMON 
Yeah, trust me, I’ve considered my 
options. Banks aren’t really eager 
to loan to... 


Friendly nods, borderline empathetic. 


PROFESSOR FRIENDLY 
Try again this summer. Your 
education should be the sole focus 
for you. This is your ticket out 
of that neighborhood. 


SIMON 
I’m not trying to get out of my 
neighborhood. 


Simon’s back stiffens, his face loses its warmth. He turns away 
from Friendly and starts towards the exit door. Friendly’s 
shoulders sag; he knows his was a presumptuous misstep. 


PROFESSOR FRIENDLY 
Simon. Maybe I can help out. Let’s 
chat next week after the final. 


Simon turns back to him, stern, but with a glint of bonhomie: 


SIMON 
If I show up. 


CLANK. The metal exit door CLACKS SHUT. Friendly is alone. 


INT. HALLWAY — CONTINUOUS — IN TRANSIT 


Peeved, but cooling off, Simon strolls down a hallway. PIERCE, a 
wiry Caucasian California dude, 19, dressed in a hemp hoodie, 
sidles up to Simon. Simon rolls his eyes. They walk and talk. 


PIERCE 
Ayyy Simon! What up brotha! Ay, 
listen: I’m wondering if you could 
score me some of that crack rock. 


SIMON 
What makes you think I can get my 
hands on crack? 


PIERCE 
C’mon homie! I know you live in 


the ghetto! 


This stings Simon silently. 


SIMON 
When are you gonna do something 
for me, Pierce? You only hit me up 
when you need Dr. Dre tickets, or 
Lakers tickets. Do you think every 
Black person in L.A. personally 
knows Magic Johnson? 


PIERCE 
Do you? 


Simon looks to him hopelessly. He walks faster, exiting the 
building. Pierce pursues his prickly proposition. 


EXT. U.S.C. QUAD — CONTINUOUS 


PIERCE (CONT’D) 
Okay, okay. Name it, what do you 
want? I know how you people like 
weed, I got a pound of Humboldt 
Sky sitting in my dorm right now. 


SIMON 

Keep your ignorant ass down. 

(a beat) 
The Cocteau Foundation is having a 
fundraiser for the University museum 
next week. I know your dad sits on 
the board of the Foundation. I want 
two tickets to that fundraiser. 


PIERCE 
You won't like that, Simon, it’s 
all- 

SIMON 


What? Fine Art? Culture? Class? 
Hook me up with those tickets, 
THEN we’1ll talk about me scoring 
rock for you. 


Pierce plays coy, but he’s not street smart. Quickly he accedes. 


PIERCE 
All right, sure. I'll ask my dad. 
We'll talk Monday? Here, take this 
for the rock! 


Pierce JAMS a wad of CASH in Simon’s hand and scampers off, 
before Simon can protest. Simon looks after him, annoyed, hurt. 


EXT. LOS ANGELES STREETS — DUSK 


Simon churns SOUTHBOUND on his BICYCLE. An L.A. CITY BUS passes 
him, plumes of exhaust disrupting his pleasant jaunt. 


He passes first the ornate Victorians of University Park, giving 
way to middle class apartment complexes in Vermont Square, then 
low-slung adobes — peeling stucco, wrought-iron fences, tightly- 
packed plots of land — the Van Ness and Hyde Park neighborhoods. 


EXT. NORMANDIE AVENUE & FLORENCE AVENUE — DUSK — LATER 


Simon pedals down Normandie, past BOARDED-UP businesses and 
BURNT-OUT structures. The streets are filthy, people loiter; 
iconic palm trees silhouette against the dying orange of the 
sunset. This is the paradox of SOUTH CENTRAL LOS ANGELES. 


He turns East down Florence. Half a block down, he arrives ata 

NEON SIGN, audibly struggling to stay illuminated. Still, it’s a 
beacon of sorts for the otherwise blighted “business” district: 

PHOENIX LIQUORS. He dismounts and wheels his bike inside. 


INT. PHOENIX LIQUORS — CONTINUOUS 


ROME WILLIAMS, 22, Black, stocky, imposing, in baggy clothes, 
lingers at the front counter, UNSUCCESSFULLY SPITTING GAME at 
MARIAH SUSSEX, 21, Black, afro, fearless, a rapier wit anda 
smile that makes folks melt. Simon enters. 


SIMON 
He bothering you, Mariah? 


MARTAH 
No, Simon. The more I see of Rome 
now, the less I need to see in the 
future. 


ROME 
Why y’all talking like I’m not here? 


Simon stashes his bike and moves behind the counter, unpacking 
his school books. Rome turns his attention back to Mariah. 


ROME (CONT'D) 
So c’mon, girl. You got a boyfriend? 


Simon, back turned, PERKS UP. He’d like to know, too. 


MARIAH 
Doesn't matter. Fact is, I’m just 
not interested in you. 


ROME 
Pssh, you a stuck up bitch. 


MARIAH 
I’m an independent African Queen. 
And I got no time for little boys 
who holler at every counter girl in 
South Central. Now be gone with ya. 


ROME 
I ain't a boy. If I want it? In 
this ‘hood? I get it. 


Rome GRABS her wrist over the counter, her iron will no match 
for his bear claw grip; she winces in discomfort. Simon turns 
and looks helplessly at the advance. His eyes painfully meet 

Mariah's, shamed. 


JINGLE JANGLE! — a group of CHILDREN, giggling, stream into the 
store. Rome releases Mariah, leaving. He snorts to them: 


ROME (CONT'D) 
See you around sometime, Mariah. 


Rome saunters out. Mariah exhales. 


SIMON 
I’m sorry about that- 


MARIAH 
It’s no big deal. 


SIMON 
I should've — 


MARIAH 
I said it’s fine, Simon. 
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She CHOKES, and turns from him, wiping away stolid tears. She 
packs up her purse, then steps around him. The KIDS bounce 
around the aisles of the store. 


MARIAH (CONT'D) 
Looks like you’ve got customers. 


Simon watches her longingly, her gaze meeting his fleetingly. 
BLAAH! The overeager KIDS accost the countertop, DEMANDING 
various pieces of NICKEL CANDY from plastic jars. Mariah EXITS, 
as Simon turns on the charm and BANTERS playfully with the kids. 


INT. L.A.P.D. CRUISER — NIGHT — LATER 


JOHN SPARTAN, 24, white, flattop, a bravado and booming voice 
that outsize his MEDIUM BUILD, drives his squad car down VERMONT 
AVENUE. He spies a LOWRIDER CADILLAC in front of him, which 
DRIFTS across the center line. Spartan speaks into his radio: 


SPARTAN 
Alpha 113 Tango 2. I got an early- 
80’s Cadillac Coupe de Ville, CA 
plate 8-8-Alpha-Golf-Charlie. 
Suspected 502, weaving into traffic. 


EXT. VERMONT AVENUE & W. 70™ STREET — CONTINUOUS 


Spartan’s car FLASHES his LIGHTS — BLOOP BLOOP! The Coupe de 
Ville slowly TURNS RIGHT onto the residential 70** STREET. 
The Cadillac pulls over, Spartan’s cruiser pulling behind it. 


Spartan gets out. Many RESIDENTS lounge on front porches or 
Sidewalks, drinking, barbecuing, and definitely WATCHING HIM. 


He approaches the car, whose window is down. Inside is a Black 
GOATEE MAN of 40 in a velour tracksuit. Sitting shotgun is an 
equally UNFRIENDLY MAN of 30. 


SPARTAN 
How ya doin’ guys? I saw you weaving 
back there. Almost clipped some 
parked cars. You been drinking or 
smoking anything tonight? 


GOATEE MAN 
Nah man. 


SPARTAN 
Well, I can smell alcohol. Listen, 
I’m not trying to ruin anybody's 
night. But I can’t have you 
driving drunk out here. If you can 
promise me you’re taking this ride 
straight home, we’ll leave it at 
that. Where do you live? 


UNFRIENDLY MAN 
We don’t have to tell you shit. 


The neighborhood PEANUT GALLERY swells in size. More folks move 
off their property and onto the sidewalks or into the street, 
closing in on the confrontation. Back at his car, Spartan’s 
RADIO CRACKLES to life. Distracted, he strains to hear it: 


RADIO 
Alpha 113. Alpha 113 come in! 


SPARTAN 
Uh — sorry, what? Where do you live? 


INT. SPARTAN’S CRUISER — CONTINUOUS 


RADIO 
Alpha 113 come in! Spartan! Officer 
John Spartan, do you copy?! 


Spartan GRABS the RECEIVER. 


SPARTAN 
Alpha 113, go. 


RADIO 
Spartan, get the fuck out of 
there! The Cadillac belongs to 
Reggie Hamilton. The 88 Avalon 
Garden Crips have bounties on 
L.A.P.D. heads, DO NOT ENGAGE. 


Spartan looks to the Cadillac — Goatee Man WALKS TOWARDS 
Spartan. Spartan straightens up, hand on his sidearm. 


SPARTAN 
Get back in the car! 
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BANG! BANG-BANG-BANG! Who shot first?! Who the fuck cares! 
Spartan hides behind his open door, then scrambles behind the 
trunk of his cruiser. Goatee Man and Unfriendly Man scatter, 
smoking bullet holes in the Caddy’s trunk. 


Spartan huddles behind his car, trying to collect his bearings. 

Before he can make out the sound of APPROACHING FOOTSTEPS, he is 
WHACKED by a BYSTANDER with a 2X4 — Spartan’s GUN skitters away 

on the asphalt. The growing crowd CHEERS on the assault. 


Dazed, Spartan stumbles away, JEERS assaulting him, mixing with 
barking dogs and more distant gunshots. He stumbles to his 
shotgun side door, opening it and seizing his radio receiver: 


SPARTAN 
Shots fired, shots fi- 


CRASH!!! A CINDER BLOCK SHATTERS the WINDSHIELD! He is YANKED 
OUT of the car! THE MOB tear off his shirt and his GUNBELT! 


They LOOT his car, withdrawing a police-issue SHOTGUN and other 
sundry ordnance. He tries to intervene, but is BLUDGEONED with 
the butt of the shotgun. He stumbles back into a fence. Blood 
cascades down his face. Trash and stones are thrown at him. 


BLOODTHIRSTY PITBULLS tear from a yard, rushing towards Spartan. 
He struggles against the crowd, who push him back, but he throws 
a couple PUNCHES and breaks away, the pitbulls in pursuit. 


As Spartan wildly sprints through the darkened neighborhood, his 
car erupts in a FIREBALL! The residents CHEER the destruction as 
many people take off in pursuit after Spartan and the dogs. 


INT. PHOENIX LIQUORS — LATER 


Simon pores over a MACROECONOMICS TEXTBOOK. He reaches the end 
of a chapter and closes the book with exhaustion. He EXHALES and 
rubs his eyes, cracking open a can of COKE. 


He fiddles with RABBIT EARS atop a small TV SET: on it is a 
local CIVICS ROUNDTABLE SHOW, hosted by the white, middle-aged, 
SUSAN WELCH. Simon tries to pay attention through TV static. 


BAM! Spartan BANGS on the cloudy glass walk-up window facing the 
street. MUFFLED, he IMPLORES Simon for help! Simon moves around 
the counter, UNLOCKING and opening the heavy front gate. 


13 


EXT./INT. PHOENIX LIQUORS — CONTINUOUS 
Battered and bloody, Spartan paws at Simon, pleading for aid. 


SPARTAN 
Do you have a phone?! A phone, a 
phone! Call 9-1-1! 


SIMON 
You gotta get out of here. 


SPARTAN 
No fucking shit, pal! I’m a cop! 
Let me in! 


SIMON 
Back off! 
(a beat) 
You don’t look like a cop. 


SPARTAN 
Do I look like a local? 


BANG BANG! CRASH! Broken bottles and gunshots herald the arrival 
of the MOBILE MOB, rounding a corner down the street. The 
vigilantes strut down the thoroughfare, catcalling Spartan with 
taunts. He pushes Simon back into the breach of the doorway. 


INT. PHOENIX LIQUORS — CONTINUOUS 
SPARTAN (CONT’D) 
Please, man! Those people are gonna 


kill me! You gotta call the cops! 


SIMON 
The cops won’t come down here. 


SPARTAN 
What do you mean? They’re the cops! 


Simon looks to him helpless, pragmatically: 


SIMON 
You aren’t a local. 


A menacing, wiry man, JOSH, 22, STOMPS into the store, holding a 
GUN. He sees Simon — ALONE — standing in front of the counter. 
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JOSH 
Fuck are you doing? 


SIMON 
It’s my store. 


JOSH 
You’re usually buried in a book 
behind the counter. Why you 
standing guard at the front door? 


SIMON 
I’m just locking up. 


JOSH 
Since you’re still open, you won’t 
mind if I take a look around then. 


Simon looks over Josh’s shoulder. 


P.O.V. SIMON — CONTINUOUS 


A fuzzy gray TV monitor shows FOUR SECURITY CAMERA P.O.V.s of 
the store. Spartan CROUCHES behind a rack of snacks near them. 


BACK TO SCENE — CONTINUOUS 


Simon acquiesces to Josh. Josh PROWLS the tight aisles. Spartan 
CRAWLS opposite him as he rounds the first corner. Josh’s Jordan 
soles PEEL against the linoleum floor with each step. 


Around the second corner comes Josh — nothing. Spartan kneels 
nervously in the next aisle over, trying to game out an exit, a 
hiding place, anything. Simon eyes the SECURITY MONITOR again. 
Josh looks across the seemingly empty store. He turns to leave. 


JOSH (CONT'D) 
Man, fuck this. 


PLOP. Simon FREEZES, Josh FREEZES. Spartan, next to a BAG OF 
PEANUTS that have fallen off a shelf next to him, FREEZES. Josh 
eyes Simon, suspicious. Simon stonewalls him. Josh turns back to 
the store, moving quickly to the THIRD AISLE: NOTHING. 
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Spartan slips to the fourth and FINAL AISLE in the store. Josh 
stalks down the empty third aisle, pausing halfway down, staring 
at — through — the shelf separating he and Spartan. 


P.O.V. SIMON — SECURITY MONITORS 


As far back as he can go, Spartan crouches against a wall. 


BACK TO SCENE — CONTINUOUS 


Josh keeps looking at the shelf. A bead of sweat trickles down 
Simon’s temple. Suddenly Josh GRABS the shelf and TOSSES the 
entire thing aside! The thin wire crashes against a side wall, 
snacks and merchandise scattering all over the store. 


Nothing. 


Josh, perplexed, looks to the empty floor before him. He turns 
to Simon, eyeballing him sternly, then he STOMPS out of the 
store, JOSTLING Simon with his shoulder as he passes. 


Simon LOCKS the door, then surveys the space, equally flummoxed 
by Spartan’s disappearance. Then Simon sees where the uprooted 

shelving unit has come to rest: atop a large ICE CREAM COOLER. 

Simon DRAGS the shelf off the cooler, then raises the lid: 


Spartan SHIVERS within the icy chamber. 


INT. MARIAH’S CAR — LATER 


Mariah drives her '86 MONTE CARLO; Simon sits shotgun. Palpable 
TENSION fills the vehicle. Simon awkwardly pipes up: 


SIMON 
Thanks Mariah. I’m sorry to get 
you roped into this shit. 


MARIAH 
Simon, you apologize too much. You 
need my help, it’s serious, that’s 
all I need to know. I know you'd 
do the same for me. 


Simon smiles, slightly becalmed. 
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MARIAH (CONT'D) 
Now stop talking about it. Play it 
cool. Tell me something interesting. 


INT. MARIAH'S TRUNK — CONTINUOUS 


Spartan is curled up inside, listening to their MUFFLED rapport. 


INT. MARIAH'S CAR — CONTINUOUS 


SIMON 
Uh, well...I might be going to this 
art show next Saturday. At the 
Cocteau Foundation. He’s the uh, 
tech guy...computers and stuff. 


MARIAH 
Yeah, Raymond Cocteau, right? He’s 
trying to get the death penalty 
abolished, too. You like art? 


SIMON 
Yeah, I like art. I like a lot of 
things. I know you like art. 
MARIAH 
(playful) 
Now how do you know that about me? 


Simon shyly says nothing. Mariah's car turns a corner. 


MARIAH (CONT'D) 
What the fuck? 
P.O.V. SIMON & MARIAH — CONTINUOUS 
A BLOCKADE of VEHICLES — including a CITY GARBAGE TRUCK — lies 
across Normandie Blvd., the artery out of the neighborhood. 
Manning the checkpoint are ARMED GANGBANGERS and other NE’ER-DO- 
WELLS. Standing at the head of the checkpoint is ROME. 


EXT. CHECKPOINT/INT. MARIAH’S CAR — CONTINUOUS 


Mariah’s car stops. Rome approaches and leans into her. 


ROME 
You two is out a little late, huh? 
(to Simon) 
Whaddaya you up to, Einstein? 
Shouldn’t you be splitting the 
atom or some shit? 


SIMON 
That was Oppenheimer. 


MARIAH 
What’s going on? 


ROME 
There’s a cop loose in the ‘hood. 
Fuckin’ pig popped off at our 
people a couple blocks over. We 
out here to make sure he doesn’t 
make it out without answering for 
that. 


MARIAH 
Awww that’s cute, playing cops and 
robbers. So, can we get through? 


ROME 
Sure. Just pop the trunk. 


Simon and Mariah tense. 


MAN (0.S.) 
Simon? 


Hopping out of the garbage truck is CEDRIC BOWMAN, 20, Black, 
portly, bearded, friendly, dressed in DEPT. OF SANITATION 
COVERALLS. He trots over to the car, while he hollers at Rome. 


CEDRIC (CONT'D) 
Hey Rome, Simon ain’t nothing to 


worry about. He’s cool. 


ROME 
I’ll be the judge of that. 


Cedric reaches Simon’s window. Simon speaks to him quietly. 


SIMON 
Cedric, what are you doing running 
with these gangbangers? 


CEDRIC 
Rome offered me a hundred bucks to 
use the truck. 


SIMON 
It’s city property, you could lose 
your job. 

CEDRIC 


C'mon, cuz. You know how it is. We 
gotta hustle any way we can out here. 


On the other side of the car, Rome speaks low to Mariah. 


ROME 
Where you going with poindexter 
this time of night? 


MARIAH 
It’s Friday night. We're going for 
a drive up Mulholland. 


ROME 
Bullshit. 


MARIAH 
Why is it bullshit? 


ROME 
Because that shit sound romantic 
as hell. I know you ain’t running 
with this little bitch. 


MARIAH 
As a matter of fact, I am. 


Everyone is surprised by this revelation, Simon most of all. 
Simon and Cedric look over from their conversation. 


CEDRIC 
Word? Damn, Simon! You didn’t tell 
me you had a lady! 


Rome sneers at Mariah: 
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ROME 
Prove it. 


MARIAH 
Fuck you, Rome. We'll go down to 
Vermont if you’re gonna be an 
asshole. 


ROME 
We got Vermont blocked too. See 
baby? I told you — I get shit done 
in this ‘hood. 


She moves to REVERSE the car but Rome grabs the steering wheel. 


ROME (CONT'D) 
You’re in quite the rush to go on 
a little lover’s drive. Pop the 
trunk you lyin’ bitch. 


INT. MARIAH'S TRUNK — CONTINUOUS 


Spartan listens, TERRIFIED. 


BACK TO SCENE — CONTINUOUS 
Simon cuts in. 


SIMON 
Let us be, Rome. Your cop could 
walk right by you with all the 
attention you’re paying her. 


Rome reveals a GUN in his waistband. 


ROME 
Nobody was talking to you, 
brainiac. And nobody will be if 
you keep running your mouth. 


He leans in, predatory, to Mariah. 


ROME (CONT’D) 
Pop the trunk. Or prove you ain’t 
lyin’ and pop this fuckin’ nerd’s 
cherry. 
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Mariah, degraded, turns to Simon. They look to each other 
nervously. She grabs the back of his head and leans into him. 
They exchange a passionate, PUBLIC KISS. WHOOPS and HOLLERS 
arise out of the group of onlookers. Rome SEETHES. 


Mariah finishes her kiss and turns back to him, flashing hima 
“happy now?” GLANCE. Shamed, Rome backs away from the car. 


ROME (CONT'D) 
Get the fuck out of here. 


Cedric trots back to the garbage truck and moves it. As Mariah 
drives past, Simon and Cedric exchange an APPREHENSIVE GLANCE. 


EXT. 10 FREEWAY — LATER 


Spartan, halfway across the highway, hops the concrete median 
and ambles across four lanes of sparse traffic, towards the wild 
vegetation of an embankment. He turns and looks back from whence 
he came: 


EXT. URBAN CUL-DE-SAC — CONTINUOUS 


Overlooking the freeway, Simon looks down on Spartan, meeting 
his gaze momentarily. Spartan disappears into the brush. Mariah 
sits on the trunk of the Monte Carlo, smoking a joint. Simon 
turns to her. She offers the joint, but he waves it off. 


MARIAH 
Damn, you really are a boy scout. 


SIMON 
I’m sorry for what Rome did back 
there. 


Mariah starts to say something, but Simon catches himself. 
SIMON (CONT’D) 
Nevermind. I’m not apologizing. 


But I regret it. 


MARIAH 
You regret it? 


SIMON 
I just always imagined our first 
kiss would be...different. 


Mariah looks to him tenderly, smoke curling out from her lips. 


MARIAH 
C'mon. Let’s go on that drive up 
Mulholland. 


INT. U.S.C. DORM — DAYS LATER — MORNING 


Simon and Pierce walk through a bustling end-of-semester dorm 
hallway: kids moving out, rushing off to finals or desperately 
last-chance flirting. Pierce is agitated, frenetically looking 
around, before handing something over to Simon: 


PIERCE 
So uh, here’s your tickets to the 
Cocteau Foundation Fundraiser. 


SIMON 
Wow. You actually came through. 
Listen, Pierce — 


Simon reaches into his pocket and withdraws Pierce’s WAD OF 
CASH. Pierce FUMBLES with his KEYS and lets them into his room: 


INT. PIERCE’S DORM ROOM — CONTINUOUS 


SIMON (CONT’D) 
...I'm not going to get you drugs. 


Simon STOPS IN HIS TRACKS. Three STUFFY ADMINISTRATORS, all 
pudgy balding white men — LUDNOW, REACH, & HOLMES — and a 
SECURITY GUARD stand in the room, eyeing Simon accusingly. 


SIMON (CONT’D) 
Who are you? 


HOLMES 
I’m Steven Holmes, Faculty Liaison 
to the L.A.P.D. Dealing narcotics 
on campus is no small offense, Mr. 
Phoenix. 
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SIMON 
Dealing? Nothing could be further 
from the truth. 


REACH 
And what did we just overhear a 
moment ago? 


HOLMES 
Dealing crack rock, forcing a 
fellow student to hold a POUND of 


marijuana- 

SIMON 
That weed has nothing to do with 
me. 

HOLMES 


Don’t cut me off, boy. 


LUDNOW 
We’ve taken Mr. Pierce’s statement 
already. You’ve clearly 
intimidated this young man into 
aiding your criminal enterprise. 


Simon looks to Pierce, who can’t meet his gaze, shrinking 
against the wall. 


SIMON 
Pierce. Why do they think that? 
LOOK AT ME. 

PIERCE 


I’m sorry, man. I was at a 
football kegger that got busted 
Saturday night. I had weed... 


REACH 
You don’t owe him any explanations, 
SON... 

SIMON 


So you pin this all on me? 


LUDNOW 
we'll go over all the facts at 
your expulsion hearing next week. 
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SIMON 
Expulsion?! 


Seeing red, Simon moves towards them. The Admins and Pierce pull 
away as the Security Guard intervenes. 


LUDNOW 
Mr. Phoenix! This behavior does 
not reflect favorably upon our 
pending decision. 


Simon withdraws, stoic, resigned to his fate. 


SIMON 
Pending decision? I think you made 
your decision as soon as you saw 
his parents’ checkbook, didn’t 
you? 


Simon straightens his back, standing proud in front of them. He 
looks pitiably to Pierce one last time, before he EXITS. 


INT. SOUTH CENTRAL CHURCH — NIGHT 


More VFW hall than house of God, the large room is filled with 
pews arrayed around an open floor near the front. The pews are 
PACKED with African-American NEIGHBORHOOD LOCALS. On the 

peripheries stand mean young men, baggy clothes: GANG MEMBERS. 


Silently REELING from the day’s events, Simon sits in a front 
pew, next to Cedric. Mariah sits across the way, eyeing 
despondent Simon with concern. REVEREND JOHNSON, 60's, potbelly, 
mustache, a tinge of old Southern accent, addresses his flock: 


REVEREND JOHNSON 
All right, calm down. We know why 
we're here. Few nights ago, these 
streets — our streets — taken over 
by gangbangers and vigilantes! 


APPROVAL from the crowd — “AMEN!” “MM-HMM!” A matronly woman, 
BERNICE, stands and speaks: 


BERNICE 
That’s not why I’m here! I want to 
know what we’re doing about (MORE) 


BERNICE (CONT'D) 
these cops running around our 
neighborhoods, shooting at families! 


A LARGER APPROVAL swells amongst the crowd. 
REVEREND JOHNSON 
That is a rumor, spread around by 


these gangbangers. 


Josh stands and EMPTIES a PILLOWCASE onto the floor: 
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out tumbles 


SPARTAN’S GUN, GUNBELT, BADGE and BLOODY L.A.P.D. SHIRT. Rome 


appears behind Josh, strutting up an aisle. 


ROME 
That shit didn’t come from a 
costume shop, Reverend. 


REVEREND JOHNSON 
Now hold on, boys. This is a house 
of worship. We got no time to hear 
your gang recruitment propaganda. 


ROME 
I ain’t no gangbanger. I’m here 
like the rest of y'all. As a 
concerned citizen. See, we ‘bout 
to put together something special. 
Sort of a neighborhood watch. 


JOSH 
Like the Guardian Angels. 


ROME 
Yeah, like the Guardian Angels. 
See, it ain’t just the cops. It’s 
the Mexicans. The God damn Koreans. 
Every half-breed immigrant in this 
city tryna come down here and take 
what’s left of what we have. 


CHURCHY APPROVAL ripples through the crowd lightly: 


ROME (CONT’D) 
So we gonna run them outta town. 
We’re gonna set up some borders. 
And we're gonna start running 
South Central OUR WAY. 


“Mm-hmm. ” 
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From a pew pipes up DESMOND, 26, Black, tall, muscular, soft- 
spoken yet commanding. 


DESMOND 
Keep your way north of 81* Street 
and we’re all good, homie. 


ROME 
This ain’t up for negotiation. 


Desmond stands and withdraws a GUN from his belt. Rome and his 
CRONIES do the same! More GUNS come out! The citizens scatter 
for cover as Reverend Johnson PLEADS for peace. The GANGSTERS 
posture and threaten one another, but no one pulls the trigger. 


REVEREND JOHNSON 
Boys, no! This is a house of God! 


LAUGHTER. Mocking laughter coming from MARIAH. Rome and Desmond, 
and their respective backers, look to her, lowering their guns. 


MARIAH 
You telling me you “protecting” 
this ‘hood ain’t just a code for 
you consolidating South Central 
into your personal little fiefdom? 


ROME 
Fiefdom? 


MARIAH 
We’re supposed to trust you to keep 
us safe? You knuckleheads were all 
out on the street the other night. 
You ever find that cop? 


JOSH 
That sucker still around. We'll 
smoke him out, and when we do, 
we'll kill his ass. 


SIMON 
You kill one white cop in South 
Central tonight, tomorrow we got a 
thousand white cops, all of them 
with itchy trigger fingers. 
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The crowd of ONLOOKERS is rejuvenated. The bangers turn their 
attention to Simon. PISSED, Rome STORMS up to Simon. Reverend 
Johnson steps in his path. 


REVEREND JOHNSON 
I defy you! 


Reverend Johnson SLAPS Rome with a Bible. Rome grabs him by the 
throat and THROWS him aside! Simon arises. 


REVEREND JOHNSON (CONT’D) 
Please no! 


BERNICE 
Let the man speak! 


More citizens — GRANNIES, PARENTS — speak up on behalf of Simon. 


DESMOND 
(to Rome) 
What’s the matter, loc? You scared 
of the bookworm? 


Rome glares at Desmond, but gestures to Simon with his gun: “the 
floor is yours.” 


SIMON 
It’s been two years since they 
told us, in no uncertain terms, in 
a court of law, the value of a 
Black man’s life. And we’re out 
here damn near proving them right? 
As long as blue and red bandannas 
are out here shooting up our 
corners over $5 worth of crack, 
nobody’s gonna believe this 
community is worth protecting. 


“MMM-HMM!” “THAT'S RIGHT!” 


ROME 
You ain’t no better. During the 
Riots, you was shootin’ 
motherfuckers too. 
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SIMON 
During the Riots, I defended my 
father’s liquor store. That’s how 
you know where I stand. I'll fight 
if I have to, if my people — my 
REAL people — are in danger. But 
this tribalism? Bloods and Crips, a 
death sentence hanging over your 
head just because of the street you 
were raised on? And this needless 
hatred towards our Mexican and 
Korean brothers... 


JOSH 
They ain’t our brothers as much as 
the fuckin’ whiteys are. 


SIMON 
It isn’t about Black and White, 
player. This isn’t a race war, 
it’s a class war. You’re talking 
about real change? Making a real 
statement? You have to speak truth 
to power. And the only power that 
matters in this country is money. 


MARIAH 
You're talking like maybe you got 
a plan. 

SIMON 


I’ll need soldiers. Soldiers with 

integrity. Who LOVE this community 
and want to build it up the right 

way. 


Many of the citizens look upon the oratory with respect. Cedric 
stands and looks to Simon with commitment. Mariah does the same. 
A few others begin to stand and silently pledge themselves to 
Simon. Then a few more. THE RANKS are quickly growing. 


Rome looks with disgust and anger at the shifting power dynamic 
in the room. Even Desmond cracks a smirk and nods with approval. 


SIMON (CONT’D) 
You want to know my plan? 


“YEAH!” “TELL US!” Other eager calls erupt from the crowd. 


CLAPPING — APPLAUSE — builds in small organic pockets. Even the 
hardened gangbangers on the perimeter nod their heads with 
curiosity. Reverend Johnson is helped off the floor, and he 


DESMOND 
HELL YES! 


gazes upon Simon with approval. A CHANT BUILDS. 


Simon STANDS atop the pew. Another ROAR of support! All the 
attendants STAND, clapping, smiling, chanting. There’s power in 


the air, hope. The CHANT continues. 


Simon looks to the crowd. His eyes meet Mariah’s. She looks to 
him proudly. He lets a smile slip in her direction, then 
composes himself again before his CHANTING supporters. 
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Rome backs out of the hall with only a fistful of his most loyal 


cronies. 


PHOENIX! 


The CHANT swells to a communal CHORUS: 


PHOENIX! ! PHOENIX!!! PHOENIX! !!! 


INT. L.A.P.D. OFFICES — DAYS LATER 


Spartan badgers CAPTAIN FRANK HEALY, 50’s, graying at the 
temples, perfectly pressed full uniform. He and Spartan snake 
their way through cavernous cubicles and business hallways. 


CAPTAIN HEALY 
You lose your badge, gun, your 
SQUAD CAR and you think you 
deserve a shot at moonlighting? I 
should dock your pay, not throw 
more easy money at you. 


SPARTAN 
It’s not the money, Captain. I just 
want to be on the team that works 
the Cocteau Foundation Saturday. 


CAPTAIN HEALY 
The billionaire brainiac’s club? 
That’s not really your scene, John. 


SPARTAN 
The man who saved me — I heard him 
mention he may be going. I just 
wanted to...thank him. 


INT. HEALY’S OFFICE — CONTINUOUS 


The conversation continues into Healy's sparsely-decorated 
office. He sits at his desk, Spartan standing before him. 


CAPTAIN HEALY 
Our officers don’t thank citizens. 
For anything. There is no way I’m 
assigning you anywhere but under- 
neath a desk for a long time, 
especially if your plan is to buddy 
up to some hoodlum from Crenshaw. 


SPARTAN 
He wasn’t a hoodlum- 


CAPTAIN HEALY 
Front desk. Six months. And 
Spartan — you want some advice? If 
you don’t want the streets to keep 
kicking your ass, start hitting 
the weights. Dismissed. 


Spartan, embarrassed, slinks out of the office. 


INT. COCTEAU FOUNDATION BUILDING — NIGHT 


A futuristic ballroom — sterile, white, contoured — is filled 
with FINE ART AND SCULPTURE; waiters pass delectable hors 
d’ouevres and fine wine around. Many of the GUESTS wear 
experimental attire — 1994’s guess at what 2004 will look like. 


Among them are Simon and Mariah, dressed their best, fitting in 
nicely. They regard some art on the wall, as Simon checks his 
WATCH. Professor Friendly, NOT fitting in, in his tattered 
corduroy blazer, approaches. Simon is taken aback. 


PROFESSOR FRIENDLY 
Simon? 


SIMON 
Professor Friendly. 


PROFESSOR FRIENDLY 
I’m so glad to see you. I heard 
about what happened. 
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SIMON 
I doubt you heard the truth. 


SNUBBING Friendly, Simon turns his back on him. 


PROFESSOR FRIENDLY 
Can I have a moment? To apologize? 


MARIAH 
I'll let you two catch up. 


Mariah gives Simon an encouraging look. She steps away, casting 
a long glance over the room. 


P.O.V. MARIAH — CONTINUOUS 


At a BANK OF ELEVATORS, TWO GUARDS. Near a RODIN on the wall, 
TWO MORE GUARDS. By the BAR — TWO ADDITIONAL GUARDS. SIX TOTAL. 


BACK TO SCENE — SIMON & FRIENDLY — CONTINUOUS 


PROFESSOR FRIENDLY 
My comments the other day. They 
were presumptuous. Callous. I 
overstepped my role. I’m sorry. 


SIMON 
Thanks. 


PROFESSOR FRIENDLY 
And I know I don’t know you 
particularly well, but...I’m sorry 
about the passing of your father 
earlier this year. I’ve lost a 
parent. It’s a gut punch. 


Simon thaws. He nods in appreciation. 


SIMON 
You've got a son, right? 


Friendly excitedly withdraws his wallet and flips through some 
SMALL PORTRAITS of a chunky, blonde boy INFANT. 
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PROFESSOR FRIENDLY 
I do! Edgar. Six months old and 
already an iconoclast like his old 
man. 


INT. WOMEN’S RESTROOM STALL — CONTINUOUS 

The bathroom is also sleek, formless, ambiguous white. Mariah 
enters a stall, glancing around. 

P.O.V. MARIAH — CONTINUOUS 

There is no toilet paper. On a small SHELF next to the toilet 
sits THREE SEASHELLS, silver in color. 


BACK TO SCENE — CONTINUOUS 


Mariah looks to the contraption, confused, a little grossed-out. 


EXT. RESTROOMS — MOMENTS LATER 


Mariah exits, then, checking that the coast is clear, migrates 
to an EXIT DOOR. She OPENS the door, then places her MAKE-UP 
COMPACT in the bottom of the door jamb, PROPPING THE DOOR OPEN. 


INT. BALLROOM — BAR AREA — CONTINUOUS 
Professor Friendly and Simon move to the bar together. 


SIMON 
So what brings you out tonight? 


PROFESSOR FRIENDLY 
Cocteau always dumps perks and 
swag on faculty. Most aren’t 
interested in being courted by a 
billionaire whose stance on 
corporate transparency is dubious 
at best, but luckily for me I’m 
not an ethics professor. And you? 


Simon pauses, withdrawing from Friendly slightly. 
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SIMON 
I’m just a connoisseur. 


Simon reaches across the bar, plucking a CHERRY from a dish. 


P.O.V. PROFESSOR FRIENDLY — CONTINUOUS 


In Simon’s jacket is the unmistakable GLINT of GUNMETAL. Simon 
wears a DOUBLE-SHOULDER HOLSTER. 


BACK TO SCENE — CONTINUOUS 
Friendly goes WHITE, wracked with nerves. A loaded question: 


PROFESSOR FRIENDLY 
Are you preparing for your 
expulsion hearing? 


SIMON 
I’m not going to that. 


INT. BALLROOM — THE RODIN — CONTINUOUS 
Mariah approaches one of the GUARDS, the FLATTOP GUARD. 


MARIAH 
Heyyy...ain't you Corey? 


FLATTOP GUARD 
Me? No, ma'am. 


MARIAH 
Shoot. I could’a sworn you were 
Corey...a boy I went to school with. 
You know Corey? Corey Hampton? 


FLATTOP GUARD 
No ma’am. Can’t say I do. 


MARIAH 
How about me? You want to get to 
know me? 
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INT. BAR AREA — CONTINUOUS 


PROFESSOR FRIENDLY 
I'd gladly serve as a character 
witness. Simon, you have to 
continue your education. 


SIMON 
I’ve got other plans. 


PROFESSOR FRIENDLY 
I think I’m aware. And I could 
have sworn you were smarter than 
those plans. 


SIMON 
Isn’t that a little presumptuous? 


PROFESSOR FRIENDLY 
Simon, you’re a once ina 
generation mind. And the burden of 
genius like yours is that you have 
to start making decisions — big 
decisions — sooner than others. 
Decisions that will set your life 
and others’ on a path that can’t 
be undone and can’t be re-tread. 
You’re at one of those decisions 
now. Now’s the time to use that 
brain. Think long and hard about 
the path you’re choosing. 


Simon looks back to Friendly, affronted, scared? TAP-TAP-TAP. 
Attention of the room turns to the PODIUM on the STAGE, behind 
which stands RAYMOND COCTEAU, 26, handsome, a dark Caesar-cut, 
regal and aloof, English. Into the microphone: 


COCTEAU 
Good evening. On behalf of the 
Cocteau Foundation, I’d like to 
thank everyone for joining my 
family and I tonight to appreciate 
some of our fine art, and to raise 
money for our charitable causes. 


Pleasant GOLF-CLAPPING from the upper crust crowd. 
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COCTEAU (CONT'D) 
And to set the tone of this 
evening's agenda, I am pleased to 
present a 10 million dollar 
contribution from Cocteau 
Industries to the U.S.C. Museum 
Fund. 


More clapping. Friendly nervously eyes Simon. Simon can feel 
Friendly’s gaze upon him. He turns to Friendly as his DIGITAL 
WATCH ALARM GOES OFF: beebeebeeBEEP beebeebeeBEEP beebeebeeBEEP. 


SIMON 
With all due respect, Professor... 


DING! The elevator INDICATOR IGNITES. 


SIMON (CONT'D) 
I know exactly what path I’m on. 


The ELEVATOR DOORS OPEN. Coolly backing out of them is CEDRIC, 
in his STREET & SANITATION COVERALLS. He has GUNS on the two 
ELEVATOR GUARDS. Very amiable: 


CEDRIC 
How about we play it cool tonight, 
fellas? 


Across the room, Mariah PULLS the GUN off of FLATTOP GUARD and 
points it at his PARTNER'S HEAD, whose hand is on his gun. 


MARIAH 
Don’t. 


At the bar, Simon wheels and instantly has GUNS on the BAR 
GUARDS. 


SIMON 
Drop ‘em. 


All the GUARDS nervously withdraw their sidearms and place them 
on the floor. Through the EXIT DOOR Mariah propped open, THREE 
MEN, DESMOND, TARIK, 20, and JACE, 21, enter, also in CITY 
COVERALLS. They push a large plastic TRASH DOLLY into the room. 


The crowd takes notice. There are some GASPS, but the thieves 
are so calm and casual, there is little panic. Cocteau gazes 
upon the developing heist with odd warmth. 
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COCTEAU 
I see we have some late arrivals 
to the night’s festivities. 


Simon kicks the Bar Guards’ guns away from them, before moving 
to the center of the room. 


SIMON 
Everyone just remain calm. We're 
not here for your money, your 
jewelry or your cars. We'll be out 
of your way shortly, and there 
will still be plenty of art to 
auction off. 


The men in coveralls begin removing very specific PAINTINGS from 
the walls. Simon’s EYES meet Cocteau’s. Begrudging respect 
twinkles behind Cocteau’s gray irises. 


SIMON (CONT’D) 
We're going to play a little game. 
Called Simon Says. 


PROFESSOR FRIENDLY 
Don’t do this. 


SIMON 
Simon says, EVERYONE GET ON THE 
GROUND. 


The crowd obeys. Except Friendly. He looks to Simon defiantly. 
Mariah approaches him. 


MARIAH 
He may have a soft spot for you, 
but I don’t. 


She sticks a GUN in Friendly’s ribs. Friendly slithers to the 
floor. The Crew has quickly obtained FIVE PAINTINGS, placing 
them carefully in the trash dolly. Cedric NODS to Simon. Mariah 
moves for the elevator. 


SIMON 
See? That wasn’t so stressful now 
was it? Simon Says, everybody stay 
down, on the floor. Until Simon 
Says you can go on with your 
little party, okay? 
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Simon moves to the elevators. He, Mariah and Cedric squeeze into 
one with the dolly, the other three men into another carriage. 
Friendly arises and walks towards Simon. Cedric raises a gun, 
but Simon tugs Cedric’s arm aside. 


PROFESSOR FRIENDLY 
You’re better than this. 


Simon SMILES back to him. 


SIMON 
I know. 


DING! The elevator doors CLOSE. 


EXT. COCTEAU FOUNDATION BUILDING — CONTINUOUS 


Downtown L.A. surrounding the Foundation is DEAD. In street 
clothes, Spartan loiters nearby. Simon and Mariah happily EXIT 
the Foundation front doors, crossing the street to Mariah’s 
parked Monte Carlo. Spartan CALLS to them: 


SPARTAN 
Hey! 


Simon stops, seeing Spartan. Spartan trots towards Simon in a 
friendly manner. After a moment, a flash of familiarity passes 
over Simon’s face, then FEAR. He reaches into his blazer. 
Spartan, taken aback, stops, confused, scared himself. 


MARIAH 
C'mon, baby! 


Mariah playfully HAULS Simon into the Chevy. He DRIVES them OFF. 
Puzzled, Spartan gazes after them. Behind him, he sees a GARBAGE 
TRUCK pull out of the PARKING GARAGE of the Foundation Building. 
Even more puzzled, Spartan looks through glass walls into the 
building's lobby. He walks into the building with intent. 


INT. ELEVATOR — MOMENTS LATER 


Spartan nervously rides an elevator UP. The DOORS OPEN and 
Spartan is SHOCKED by what he sees. 
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SPARTAN 
Oh, shit. 


EXT. 2"? STREET & OLIVE STREET, DOWNTOWN — MOMENTS LATER 


CEDRIC’S GARBAGE TRUCK pulls up to a RED LIGHT, easing into the 
right hand, RIGHT TURN LANE. A moment later, an L.A.P.D. POLICE 
CRUISER rolls up next to it, in the LEFT TURN LANE. 


INT. GARBAGE TRUCK — CONTINUOUS 


Cedric drives, Desmond sits shotgun. Cedric politely NODS to the 
BIG NOSE COP in the cruiser. CRACK and STATIC: they overhear 
CHATTER on the cop’s radio: 


CRUISER RADIO 
..-attention all units, all units. 
Armed robbery — suspects six-to- 
ten armed African Americans, 
possible escape vehicle Department 
of Sanitation garbage truck driven 
by an African American, 20s-to- 
30s, heavyset... 


CEDRIC 
(offended, to himself) 
“Heavyset?” 


Desmond and Cedric eye each other nervously. 


EXT. 2°¢ STREET & OLIVE STREET — CONTINUOUS 

The red arrows GO GREEN. Cedric turns his truck RIGHT, but the 
cop car STAYS at the stop line. 

INT. GARBAGE TRUCK — CONTINUOUS 


Cedric watches the cop car in his rickety rear-view mirror. 


P.O.V. CEDRIC — CONTINUOUS 


The cop car TURNS RIGHT, following Cedric. 
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EXT. OLIVE STREET — CONTINUOUS 

Shortly past the stoplight, Cedric eases the truck into another 
right turn, down the side street KOSCIUSZKO WAY. 

EXT. KOSCIUSZKO WAY — CONTINUOUS 

The service road ramps DOWN into a subterranean SUB-STREET. 
Cedric’s truck rolls towards another STOPLIGHT and a LEFT TURN 
LANE. The cop car follows. BLOOP-BLOOP! The cop car’s LIGHTS go 
on and it hails the truck with its auditory call. 

The truck passes through a green light, turning left on Lower 
Grand, increasing in speed. The cop car matches. 

INT. GARBAGE TRUCK — CONTINUOUS 

Cedric eyes the cop in his mirror cautiously, as his foot keeps 
sinking deeper and deeper onto his gas pedal. 

EXT. LOWER GRAND — CONTINUOUS 

The truck’s engine grows louder, its wheels spin faster as it 
increases its speed through the industrial dungeonway. A RED 
LIGHT at 4% Street quickly approaches. 


INT. GARBAGE TRUCK — CONTINUOUS 


COP'S SPEAKER 
PULL OVER. 


CEDRIC 
Here we go. Buckle up. 


Cedric FLOORS the gas pedal! 


EXT. LOWER GRAND & 4™ STREET — CONTINUOUS 


Lower Grand feeds into 4* one-way, and the truck takes a TIGHT 
TURN LEFT onto 4**, melding into heavy cross-traffic, tires 
SKIDDING, cars swerving to the sides to avoid it! The cop car 
keeps its turn tight, and for a moment it’s even with the truck. 
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Cedric YANKS the truck hard back to the left, trying to run the 
cop off the road; the cop hits the brakes and falls back in 
behind the truck. The chase cascades down the STEEP DOWNHILL 
eastbound, blowing through crosswalks and intersections! 


INT. GARBAGE TRUCK — CONTINUOUS 


Cedric manipulates some of the CONTROLS in his truck. 


EXT. 4™ STREET — CONTINUOUS 


The back CARRIAGE of Cedric’s truck TILTS BACKWARDS. BAGS OF 
TRASH and DISCARDED FURNITURE fall out! As the pursuit crosses 
OLIVE STREET again, TWO MORE CRUISERS join! 


The cops SWERVE and JUKE to avoid the mobile land mines dropping 
behind Cedric. One cruiser skids off to the side of the road, 
narrowly missing a collision with a brick wall. 

INT. MARIAH’S MONTE CARLO — CONTINUOUS 

At a RED LIGHT at 4*? & SPRING STREET, Mariah and Simon PARTY! 
They pop a champagne bottle and hoot and holler with wild, 
victorious abandon! 

FWOOSH! The groaning garbage truck, its trail of lethal garbage, 
and two screaming COP CARS fly through the intersection! Simon 
and Mariah, sobered, look to each other with apprehension. 

EXT. 4™ STREET & MAIN STREET 

The leviathan truck takes a laborious right hand turn onto 
southbound MAIN STREET — the WRONG WAY! 


INT. MARIAH'S MONTE CARLO — CONTINUOUS 


They have fallen in behind the chase, the last car in the 
formation. Simon, panicked, observes Cedric’s maneuvering. 


MARIAH 
Shit! That’s one way! 
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Simon STEPS on the GAS, speeding a block over and taking his own 
RIGHT. 


EXT. MAIN STREET — CONTINUOUS 


More cop cars join the pursuit, their radios lighting up with 
crosstalk and futile slapdash strategy: “southbound Main 
Street,” “spike strips,” “213 repeat did you say southbound?” 
“scramble a chopper!” 


Oncoming traffic desperately swerves to avoid the speeding 
tonnage of the truck. As they clear the truck, wayward cars 
careen towards the oncoming police cruisers! One cop car JERKS 
wildly to the left — CRASH! — into a STREETLIGHT POLE. 


A second cop car swerves and CRASHES THROUGH the front of a 
closed financial district BANK LOBBY. 


The struck LIGHT POLE TEETERS, then FALLS! It CRASHES onto the 
ROOF of a passing cop car, stopping it in its tracks! 
P.O.V. SIMON — CONTINUOUS 
Through the skeletons of run-down abandoned buildings and the 
brief slots of perpendicular alleys, Simon sees the truck 
plowing through Main Street, from one block over. 
EXT. MAIN STREET & 5™ STREET — CONTINUOUS 
The truck barrels down on the intersection, as a COP tosses a 
ropey SPIKE STRIP across the roadway. Other squad cars block 
Main Street south of 5. 
INT. GARBAGE TRUCK — CONTINUOUS 

CEDRIC 


Shit. Act like I don’t know how to 
hop a fence... 
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EXT. MAIN STREET & 5™ STREET — CONTINUOUS 
The truck SWERVES, HOPS UP ON THE SIDEWALK — missing the spike 
strip — then jerks left at the intersection, diagonally CUTTING 
THROUGH PERSHING SQUARE! 
EXT. L.A.P.D. HEADQUARTERS — DOWNTOWN — CONTINUOUS 
A POLICE CHOPPER TAKES OFF from a roof landing pad. 
POLICE CHOPPER RADIO (V.O.) 

— Roger that. Air 1 is in the air. 
EXT. PERSHING SQUARE — CONTINUOUS 
The behemoth truck chugs over grass and concrete courtyards. The 
pursuing cop cars re-route around the park. 
INT. MARIAH’S MONTE CARLO — CONTINUOUS 
Simon still hopelessly looks out Mariah’s shotgun window. 


SIMON 
Do you see them? 


MARIAH 
No. Shit, I hope they're not 
caught. 
EXT. HILL STREET — CONTINUOUS 
BWOMMM!!! HORN BLARING, the truck spills out of Pershing Square 


and almost right into them! For a split second, Simon and 
Cedric’s EYES MEET. Cedric — improbably — gives Simon a 
mischievous smile. 


The truck continues to barrel down the street, this time with 
the traffic flow, before it peels westbound down 8™ STREET. 
INT. MARIAH’S MONTE CARLO — CONTINUOUS 


SIMON 
Looks like he knows what he’s doing. 
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EXT. 8™ STREET & FIGUEROA STREET — CONTINUOUS 


The truck powers down 8*, RED & BLUE LIGHTS flashing ahead, 
blocking exit routes. At the intersection, there’s only one way 
to go: the truck turns RIGHT — and SLAMS ON ITS BRAKES!!! 


An L.A.P.D. TANK, flanked by a DOZEN COP CARS, is the 
centerpiece of an impenetrable BLOCKADE of Figueroa Street. FOOT 
PATROL OFFICERS have SHOTGUNS and HANDGUNS trained on the truck. 
Even BIKE COPS are there, PEPPER SPRAY at the ready. 


Back down 8t, pursuing cops stop, blocking any retreat. The 
L.A.P.D. CHOPPER tauntingly hovers above. There’s nowhere to go. 


POLICE CHOPPER RADIO (V.O.) 
Yeah, we got you now, asshole. 


INT. GARBAGE TRUCK — CONTINUOUS 


Cedric looks helplessly upon his fate. Desmond frantically looks 
all around them for a way out. 


DESMOND 
C’mon, G! Get us out of here! I’m 
not going back to jail! 


CEDRIC 
Man, fuck these pigs. 
(a beat) 
They called me heavyset! My momma 
told me I’m HUSKY!!! 


EXT. 8™ STREET & FIGUEROA STREET — CONTINUOUS 

TIRES SKID! The truck ACCELERATES, cutting sideways in front of 
the blockade, off the street! Protective wood walls splinter and 
fold as the truck barrels INTO a SKYSCRAPER CONSTRUCTION SITE! 
INT. SKYSCRAPER CONSTRUCTION SITE — CONTINUOUS 

The truck plows through an unfinished LOBBY LEVEL; steel wall 


beams and plastic tarps mark off what will be a floor plan. The 
metal crumbles like aluminum foil underneath the truck’s weight. 
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Police cars in hot pursuit follow the newly cut path through the 
maze of raw materials. Scraps of damaged metal crash down onto 
the hood of the LEAD CAR. The driver wildly overcorrects, 
CRASHING the car into a concrete wall with a gruesome thud! 


The still TILTED BACK CARRIAGE of the truck clips overhanging 
roof supports. A CRANE HOOK & BALL is loosened, swinging 
downward, PULVERIZING a cop car’s engine block as its heavy 
cable is pulled taut with a sickening, eerie SNAP. 


The truck clips 55-GALLON DRUMS, knocking them askew. Their tops 
pop off, clear liquid spilling onto the rough concrete floor. 


A cop car swerves to avoid a wayward drum. It CRASHES into a 
WORK ELEVATOR SHAFT, dislodging the COUNTERWEIGHT 20 stories 
above. The counterweight falls with unearthly force, LIQUEFYING 
the engine block of the crashed car! 


The car BURSTS INTO FLAMES! The spilt liquid IGNITES, and a huge 
plume of CHEMICAL FIRE ENGULFS several more cop cars. 


Churning still through the infrastructure, the truck bears down 
on a WORK CREW LAYING CEMENT. The WORKMEN SCATTER! The truck 
CLIPS the CEMENT RAMP, tearing the nozzle off the CEMENT TRUCK, 
spilling thick gray sludge all over the ground. 


The weight of the garbage truck upends HEAVY METAL PLATING on 
the ground, exposing a pitfall of wet cement underneath. Cop 
cars plunge into the morass, rear-ended by colleagues racing 
behind them! 


Other cars slip and slide on the slick metal flooring and 
cement; it’s suddenly a game of bumper cars, almost comical. 


EXT. WILSHIRE BOULEVARD & FIGUEROA STREET — CONTINUOUS 


The garbage truck SMASHES out of the construction site, THROUGH 
the completed Wilshire Avenue LOBBY, tearing down exterior plate 
glass two stories tall! It rattles down a flight of stairs to 
STREET LEVEL, STOPPING at the bottom. 


One cruiser has survived the gauntlet laid by the truck. It too 
flies through the trashed lobby and off the exterior staircase, 
AIRBORNE! — WHAM!!! Right into the back of the truck’s carriage! 
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INT. GARBAGE TRUCK — CONTINUOUS 


JOSTLED HARD by the impact, Cedric and Desmond look to each 
other. Then quickly, Cedric engages more CONTROLS on his truck. 


EXT. WILSHIRE BOULEVARD & FIGUEROA STREET — CONTINUOUS 


The garbage truck’s PRESS COMES DOWN on the hood of the cop car, 
PINNING the car in the carriage. Next, the carriage LOWERS down, 
flat again on the chassis of the truck; the cop car now dangles 
off the back of the truck at a precarious angle. 


The truck REVS UP and takes off northbound on Figueroa. Only a 
handful of POLICE CARS linger — most of the blockade has been 
bypassed. A couple cruisers take off after the truck. 


SCREEE!!! Coming westbound down Wilshire is the Monte Carlo! 
Simon squeals to a halt right in front of the pursuing cop cars, 
who also screech to a stop. 


Simon feigns ignorance, as if he’s accidentally interrupted 
their pursuit. The cops yell at him and implore him to clear the 
intersection! Slowly, Simon backs out of the intersection, but 
he’s bought Cedric precious seconds. 


EXT. 6™ STREET 110 FREEWAY SOUTHBOUND ON RAMP — MOMENTS LATER 
Laboring, the truck chugs up, then down a circuitous ON RAMP to 
the 110 FREEWAY. 


INT. CHOPPER — CONTINUOUS 


The PILOT struggles to reposition the chopper’s vantage, as the 
active POLICE RADIO drones on: 


POLICE RADIO 1 (V.O.) 
We lost him! We lost him! 


CHOPPER SPOTTER 
Shit — the buildings are blocking 
me — pull back! 


POLICE RADIO 2 (V.O.) 
Where is he?! 


INT. CAPTAIN HEALY’S OFFICE — CONTINUOUS 


Captain Healy listens in on a desk-mounted radio. He screams 
into his receiver. 


CAPTAIN HEALY 
Don’t tell me we lost a fucking 
garbage truck in the middle of 
downtown L.A.!!! 


SPARTAN (V.O.) 
We didn’t lose him. 


CAPTAIN HEALY 
Spartan?!?! 


EXT. 110 FREEWAY SOUTHBOUND AT 7™ STREET — CONTINUOUS 


A 1970 OLDSMOBILE 442 FLIES off of BEAUDRY AVENUE, a run-down, 
elevated side street running alongside the freeway. It LANDS 
HARD on the freeway pavement, SPARKS flying from underneath its 
chassis. It ROARS with pure American Muscle. 


INT. OLDSMOBILE — CONTINUOUS 
SPARTAN drives! He speaks into his dash-mounted police radio. 


SPARTAN 
That’s right, sir. I have eyes on 
the suspect, southbound on the 110 
at Olympic. 


CAPTAIN HEALY (V.O.) 
God dammit, Spartan, you’re not 
authorized for street duty! 


SPARTAN 
Just trying to make a citizen’s 
arrest. 


WHAM! Spartan’s Olds slams through a wooden CONSTRUCTION HORSE 
and continues speeding down unused CONSTRUCTION LANES! 
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INT. CAPTAIN HEALY’S OFFICE — CONTINUOUS 
He barks to underlings, then back into his radio: 


CAPTAIN HEALY 
Scramble that fuckin’ chopper and 
where the hell are Highway 
Patrol?! Spartan, stand down! 


EXT. 110 FREEWAY — CONTINUOUS 


The truck speeds southbound, past the U.S.C. Coliseum. On FLOWER 
STREET, which shadows the freeway, the Monte Carlo still keeps 
pace. Below them, Spartan’s Oldsmobile PLOWS through more 
construction horses and traffic cones. 


INT. OLDSMOBILE — CONTINUOUS 


Spartan weaves to avoid larger equipment like BULLDOZERS and 
PILES OF CONTRUCTION MATERIAL. Into his radio: 


SPARTAN 
Sir, I’m the only person with eyes 
on the suspect at this time. I 
recommend allowing me maintain 
pursuit — oh shit. 


EXT. 110 CONSTRUCTION LANES — CONTINUOUS 


A WORK CREW does late-night work! Spartan’s Olds TEARS through 
their worksite — bearded TEAMSTERS and HARDHATS run for cover! 


The Olds SMASHES more signage — detritus flies up and triggers a 
DUMP TRUCK’s release lever. The vehicle DROPS its payload of 
SAND on the asphalt in Spartan’s wake. The teamsters, pissed 
off, curse and chase after Spartan on foot. 


INT. OLDSMOBILE — CONTINUOUS 
CAPTAIN HEALY (V.O.) 


Spartan, that’s an order, you’re 
gonna get someone killed! 
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The Olds clears the workzone, except for a PALLET of materials 
draped in a heavy PLASTIC TARP. As the Olds WHIPS by, the tarp 
is ruffled, lifted, and DRAPED across Spartan’s windshield, 
obscuring his view. 


SPARTAN 
Honestly, sir, I have it under 
control. 


EXT. 110 FREEWAY — CONTINUOUS 


Clearing the construction zone, the Olds zips across multiple 
lanes of the freeway, jerking back and forth as Spartan tries to 
shake the tarp free. 


INT. OLDSMOBILE — CONTINUOUS 


COP VOICE (V.O.) 
Come in, Officer Spartan. 


SPARTAN 
Go for Spartan. 


COP VOICE (V.O.) 
This is sergeant Pete Mendoza, 
California Highway Patrol. You may 
not give a shit about your own 
boss, but I’ve got units en route 
and if you don’t stand, down I’11l 
make sure the Attorney General 
shoves an indictment up your ass 
for obstruction of justice. STAND. 
THE FUCK. DOWN. 


Spartan thinks it over, but reluctantly obeys. He slows and 
drags his Olds to the side of the road. 

EXT. FREEWAY — CONTINUOUS 

Spartan gets out of the Olds, ripping the tarp off his ride. 


CALIFORNIA HIGHWAY PATROL and L.A. SHERIFF’S DEPARTMENT VEHICLES 
approach and pass him, speeding towards the garbage truck. 


P.O.V. SPARTAN — CONTINUOUS 

As one of the cars passes, SERGEANT MENDOZA — 30’s, flattop, 
chubby — flips Spartan THE BIRD. 

EXT. 110 FREEWAY — CONTINUOUS 


Spartan looks back at the cops, embarrassed, emasculated. 


EXT. 110 FREEWAY — GARBAGE TRUCK — CONTINUOUS 
The truck is really GROANING now, overworked. Its bolts are 
rattling, its tires bald, trails of disagreeable smoke trickle 
out of its front grill. 
INT. GARBAGE TRUCK — CONTINUOUS 
CEDRIC 
We gotta get out of here man! She 
can’t handle much more! 
INT. MARIAH’S MONTE CARLO — CONTINUOUS 
SIMON 
C’mon,...c’mon! 
INT. CRUSHED COP CAR — CONTINUOUS 
The car jammed into the back of the garbage truck still hangs 
off the back end, two OFFICERS inside. REDHEAD COP, sitting 
shotgun, KICKS OUT his window and CLIMBS out of the car. 
P.O.V. DESMOND — CONTINUOUS 
In the rear-view mirror, Redhead Cop quickly ambles along the 
Side of the truck, then hoists himself up on top, out of sight. 


INT. GARBAGE TRUCK — CONTINUOUS 


DESMOND 
Hold her steady. 
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He wiggles out of the truck through his window. 


EXT. TOP OF TRUCK — CONTINUOUS 


Desmond shimmies up onto the top of the cab. Redhead Cop stands 
gingerly on the carriage, gun drawn. He FIRES! But his aim is 
way off as he battles the sways and banks of the truck. 


Desmond RIPS OPEN a ROAD FLARE, RED FLAME basking them in an 
eerie glow. Redhead Cop levels his weapon again. Desmond THROWS 
the flare, tomahawk style, at Redhead Cop. 


It BURNS Redhead Cop and he drops his gun! It caroms across the 
top of the carriage, resting uneasily near the back edge. The 
flare bounces down into the carriage below. 


EXT. GARBAGE TRUCK CARRIAGE — CONTINUOUS 


The flare ignites clusters of greasy TRASH still clinging to the 
carriage. It’s far from an inferno, but it prevents MUSTACHE COP 
— sitting driver-side in the crushed cop car — from exiting. 


EXT. TOP OF TRUCK — CONTINUOUS 


Redhead Cop and Desmond both look to the gun, then to each 
other. Redhead Cop lunges for it! Desmond, leaping over the gap 
between cab and carriage, tackles and hauls down Redhead Cop. 


SLAM! They fall to the carriage roof, the gun just out of reach 
of Redhead Cop. Desmond hammers Redhead Cop’s kidneys, then 
grabs his head and SLAMS it into the roof. 


Redhead Cop seizes his BATON from his belt, twisting and 
catching Desmond with a blunt blow to his jaw. Desmond falls off 
Redhead Cop, spitting blood. CRACK! WHACK! Two deft FULL SWINGS 
fell Desmond to his stomach. 


Arising, Redhead Cop KICKS Desmond in the guts. Desmond inches 
near the right-side edge of the roof. Redhead Cop PUSHES him 
over the edge! Desmond grabs onto the ledge with both hands. 


Redhead Cop SLAMS his baton down on the ledge, CLANG! Desmond 
has moved his hand at the last minute. CLANG! Again. CLANG! 
CLANG! With each strike, Desmond moves his hand! 
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He swings down again, this time Desmond lets go of BOTH HANDS! 
He’s found a foothold, and crouches below the edge of the roof. 
Redhead Cop abandons his baton and moves to the gun, grasping 
it. He stomps back to Desmond, taking aim. 


REDHEAD COP 
Go to hell you dirty nig- 


WHAM! Redhead Cop is DECAPITATED by the 48** STREET OVERPASS, his 
head SEVERED by a ROADWAY SIGN FOR FLORENCE AVENUE! 

INT. L.A.S.D. CAR — CONTINUOUS 

Redhead Cop’s HEAD SHATTERS the windshield of a pursuing 
vehicle! The Sheriff's car loses control and CRASHES! 

EXT. TOP OF TRUCK — CONTINUOUS 


Redhead Cop’s headless body topples to the pavement like a sack 
of goo. Desmond still clings to the side of the truck. 


DESMOND 
Yeah! Welcome to South Central, 
motherfucker! 


INT. L.A.S.D. CAR — CONTINUOUS 


TWO DEPUTIES in the car close in on the truck. 


DEPUTY 
Oh yeah. We got you now fucker. 
(to PARTNER) 


Get ready to shoot out the tire- 


BLASH!!! The CRUISER IS COMPLETELY ANNIHILATED!!! 


EXT. 110 FREEWAY, VERNON AVENUE OVERPASS — CONTINUOUS 


JACE and TARIK, with a SECOND GARBAGE TRUCK, have dropped a 
ROLLING DUMPSTER from the overpass onto the freeway below! 


Using the forks on the front of the garbage truck, they pick up 
another DUMPSTER and drop that one through a GAP in the 
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protective chain-link fence! Other MEN ready to manually push a 
THIRD DUMPSTER through the gap. 


EXT. 110 FREEWAY — CONTINUOUS 


The L.A.S.D. units swerve erratically as one-ton hailstones 
cascade down upon, denting the concrete pavement! 


ONE CRUISER JERKS RIGHT, clipping the back bumper of ANOTHER! 
Both cop cars spin out, burnt rubber fogging the air. A THIRD 
CRUISER wavers and GRINDS against the concrete MEDIAN, sparks 
and smoke flying skyward. 


CRASH!!! A SHERIFF’S CAR can’t maneuver and strikes one of the 
dumpsters head on, FLIPPING FORWARD up into the concrete 
overpass, bursting into FLAMES! A following cruiser strikes the 
collapsing wreckage — FOOM! Another EXPLOSION! 


EXT. VERNON AVENUE OVERPASS — CONTINUOUS 


Tarik drops a CINDER BLOCK on the gas pedal of the garbage truck 
and, dangling out of the driver side door, reaches over and 
trips the GEAR SHIFT. The truck rumbles in REVERSE, off the 
other side of the overpass, down onto — 


EXT. 110 FREEWAY — CONTINUOUS 


The truck HURTLES onto the roadway, wildly zig-zagging under its 
automated power. Two more CRUISERS hit it! Flames and debris 
burst forth, burning tires roll uncertainly at abnormal angles. 


Jagged shrapnel splays across the road, shredding the tires of 
other PURSUERS, who wobble to uncertain stops. A curtain of 
acrid black smoke cloaks the freeway. Many pursuers voluntarily 
stop short of the literal FIREWALL. 


The gauntlet of razored flotsam, the flaming collided machinery, 
the rogue, mangled dumpsters — almost all southbound lanes are 
blocked by the roving parade of carnage; the pursuing cavalry is 
rendered IMMOBILE as Cedric’s garbage truck speeds away. 


ONE CAR SPEEDS THROUGH the cataclysmic barrier: the very first 
L.A.P.D. cop who saw Cedric at the stoplight, the BIG NOSE COP. 
He drives with enraged intent, gaining fast on Cedric. 
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Behind him, the CHOPPER HOVERS LOW, mere feet off the ground, 
taking a more active role in the chase. 

EXT. GAGE BOULEVARD EXIT RAMP — CONTINUOUS 

The lifeline westbound into their neighborhood approaches. 
SIGNALING, the garbage truck eases to the right side, up the 
interchange ramp. The Big Nose Cop Car follows. 


INT. GARBAGE TRUCK — CONTINUOUS 


Cedric DISENGAGES the PRESS on his control console. 


INT. CRUSHED COP CAR — CONTINUOUS 


Mustache Cop, still awkwardly trapped in his vehicle, panics 
anew as his car SHUDDERS with a portentous CREAKING NOISE. It is 
LOOSENING, now getting jostled by every jolt and sway of the 
roadway, no longer firmly pinned down. 


EXT. GAGE BOULEVARD EXIT INTERCHANGE — CONTINUOUS 


Up the steep, narrow interchange ramp struggles the truck, Big 
Nose Cop Car right behind it. 


TEETERING, TILTING, FALLING — the crushed cop car slips out the 
back of the truck. It CLUNKS onto the pavement, quickly swinging 
its front to face backwards. The crushed car now looks HEAD-ON 
at the approaching BIG NOSE COP CAR! 


BIG NOSE COP 


FWOOM!!! A CONFLAGRATION as the two cruisers meet nose-to-nose 
with a disgusting, traumatic IMPACT! A PILLAR of pure orange 
flame blocks the exit ramp. 


INT. GARBAGE TRUCK — CONTINUOUS 


Desmond, now back in the truck cab: 
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DESMOND 
WHOOO! Man, I hate to see that 
cop-on-cop violence! 
INT. CHOPPER — CONTINUOUS 


The chopper is still on them, arcing upwards to avoid the flame. 


CHOPPER PILOT (V.O.) 
We still got him, westbound on 


Gage at — 
BLINDING RED LIGHT!!! It CONSUMES the entirety of the cockpit! 
The Pilot and Spotter SWEAR and SCREAM. What’s going on?! Do 
something! I CAN'T SEE! What is that?! OH MY GOD!!! NO!!!'!!i!ie! 


EXT. GAGE BOULEVARD — CONTINUOUS 


Jerking, tilting, the helicopter flaps sideways, catches POWER 
LINES and is ENSNARED! Unnatural metal stresses cry out, a 
MECHANICAL SCREAM, an UPRUSH OF AIR, a BELABORED ENGINE — 


KABOOM! The chopper CRASHES NOSE-FIRST onto the street, a flash 
of DAYLIGHT in the darkened neighborhood as white-hot flame 
engulfs the sky. 

EXT. GARBAGE TRUCK — CONTINUOUS 

Desmond clutches the top of the cab, seated half-in/half-out of 
his window. In his other hand he holds a LASER POINTER, the 


source of the confusing red light. He smiles sadistically. 
DESMOND 
Best five dollars I ever spent. 
EXT. GAGE BOULEVARD WESTBOUND — CONTINUOUS 


Finally unencumbered, the garbage truck slinks away into the 
placid darkness of the neighborhood. 
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INT. SIMON’S HOUSE — LATER 


Simon, Cedric, Jace, Mariah, Tarik, a few of DESMOND’S MEN and a 
few LADYFRIENDS CELEBRATE! They pop bottles and pass joints, 
reliving the thrilling heist blow-for-blow. Even Simon enjoys a 
beer. 


Their newly-acquired ARTWORK sits and stands oddly around them — 
leaning against a China hutch, propped on a couch. Simon corrals 
their attention and holds court: 


SIMON 
Cedric. My brother. I owe you my 
life. 

CEDRIC 


Only one way this was gonna work, 
baby! I couldn’t let you down! 


Hoots and hollers from the crew. Someone fires up a BILL WITHERS 
ALBUM on a VINYL RECORD PLAYER. 


CEDRIC (CONT'D) 
Oh hell yeah! Turn this shit up! 


Dancing breaks out. Mariah slips into Simon's embrace. 
MARIAH 

You did it, Simon. Just like you 

planned it. 
They dance closely, swiveling and swirling to the music. Mariah 
places her head on Simon's chest. He absorbs the embrace, but 
glancing over her, gazes outside. 
P.O.V. SIMON — CONTINUOUS 
Through the front windows, on the front porch, Desmond sits 
alone, somber. 


BACK TO SCENE — CONTINUOUS 


Simon kisses Mariah on the forehead and slips away. 


EXT. FRONT PORCH — CONTINUOUS 


Simon steps onto the porch, topping off Desmond’s cocktail with 
a liquor bottle. It’s a quiet, sticky night in South Central — 
the orange glow of streetlamps warming the sky. 


Desmond is exhausted, still detoxing from the adrenaline of the 
chase. He looks out on the block, philosophically: 


DESMOND 

I never thought this neighborhood 
could change. Now it’s looking 
like this plan of yours might 
work. 

(direct) 
You make good on this gambit, you 
got my loyalty for life, homie. 


SIMON 
We make good on this? You pull your 
dealers off the corners, right? 


DESMOND 
You have my word. That game has 
only two outcomes. Jail or death. 
I ain’t scared of dying, but... 


Simon clocks the vulnerability in Desmond. He treads lightly, 
but he’s curious. 


SIMON 
Where were you? 


DESMOND 

Corcoran. It ain’t a penitentiary, 
it’s a fucking chicken coop. And 
the guards are the worst gang 
there. 

(a beat) 
You know what the funny thing is? 
Maybe I deserved to go, but what 
actually got me sent up? It was a 
set up. I got pulled over — clean 
tags, legit license, no drugs. 
Except for the three grams that 
magically ended up in my pockets 
when I got patted down. Three 
grams of planted coke cost (MORE) 


DESMOND (CONT’D) 
me five years. Only reason I got 
out was ‘cuz the L.A.P.D. kept 
doing that shit too quickly. 
Overcrowding release. 


Desmond looks LONG AND HARD at Simon; there’s real pain and 
anger firing behind his weary mellow. With finality: 


DESMOND (CONT'D) 
I ain’t ever going back. 


Simon nods. 


SIMON 
I got you. 


RING RING! From within the home, Simon’s telephone chimes 
ominously. Desmond and Simon exchange a concerned glance. RING 
RING! It’s late. No one should be calling at this time. 


INT. SIMON’S HOUSE — CONTINUOUS 


RING RING! The phone rattles the end table upon which it rests. 
Cedric STOPS the record; everyone looks nervously, silently, to 
one another. RING RING! 


Simon enters, moving to the phone and sitting in the easy chair 
next to it. RING — he SNATCHES the receiver mid-chime, holding 
it breathlessly to his ear. Through it oozes COCTEAU’S VOICE: 


COCTEAU 
Is this Simon Phoenix? 


SIMON 
Who’s this? 
(a beat) 
Yo, I said who is this- 


COCTEAU 
Let us not dissemble, Simon. You 
know who this is. 
(a beat) 
You'll come to my home tomorrow, 
at 8PM. And you'll bring what 
belongs to me. 
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SIMON 
It belongs to me now. 


The HISS of the landline drones over a long, tense silence. 
CLICK. Simon gingerly hangs up his receiver as well. 


MARIAH 
What’s going on? 


SIMON 
(bewildered) 
Just like I planned it. 


INT. L.A.P.D. OFFICES — THE NEXT DAY 


Spartan again chases after Captain Healy as Healy motors through 
the precinct hallways. 


CAPTAIN HEALY 
So he was driving the truck? 


SPARTAN 
No sir, a Monte Carlo I saw in the 
vicinity. I got a partial plate — 


CAPTAIN HEALY 
So he stole the art? 


SPARTAN 
I don’t know, sir. Maybe. 


CAPTAIN HEALY 
Maybe? Christ, Spartan. After the 
stunt you pulled last night, now 
you bring me this sixth sense of 
crimefighting bullshit?! 


SPARTAN 
Sir, please! I know it’s all 
circumstantial, but there’s just 
too many coincidences here. I 
can’t explain it, it’s just one of 
those gut feelings. 


Healy stops outside the Department BREAKOUT ROOM. He faces 
Spartan. A sassy FEMALE D.A. struts by, hollering at Healy. 


FEMALE D.A. 
Hey Frank, the press is expecting 
to see you in half an hour — you 
gonna have something good for them? 


Healy glares after the ultimatum, then back to Spartan. 


INT. BREAKOUT ROOM — CONTINUOUS 


L.A.P.D. BEAT COPS, among them RILEY, a blonde punk of 25, sit 
at row after row of tables. Healy enters, marching to a front 
podium to address his soldiers. Spartan lingers by the door. 


RILEY 
Hey, Spartan, see if you can go 
for a shift one of these days 
without raising my property taxes! 


SPARTAN 
What’s that supposed to mean? 


RILEY 
It means every time you try and 
make a collar a city block goes up 
in smoke. Fucking Demolition Man 
over here couldn’t even keep his 
own squad car in one piece. 


Snide LAUGHTER from the cops like high school lunch. Spartan 
shrinks, though he keeps a straight back. 


CAPTAIN HEALY 
All right, settle down, guys. 
Spartan has actually just provided 
us with our current and only 
number one suspect in the Cocteau 
heist. Phillips? 


SPARTAN 
Phoenix. Simon Phoenix. 


CAPTAIN HEALY 
Okay, keep an eye out for this 
kid’s associates. If anyone so 
much as double parks, haul ‘em in 
and squeeze ‘em. Meantime (MORE) 
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CAPTAIN HEALY (CONT'D) 
pull his jacket and we’ll dangle a 
parole violation over his head. 


SPARTAN 
I ran him already sir, he’s got no 
record. 


CAPTAIN HEALY 
Well then find a fucking record. 


Spartan, offended, turns the subtext over in his mind. 


SPARTAN 
What do you mean? 


RILEY 
Jeez Spartan, get a clue. It means 
this guy lives in the ghetto. 
There’s a rape or a murder or a 
drug deal on every corner. 


CAPTAIN HEALY 
Exactly. Scare up some witnesses, 
Sign some affidavits and execute 
some warrants on his Black ass if 
we have to. LET’S MOVE! 


Riley and the rest of the cops eagerly arise to interrogate the 
neighborhood. Spartan looks on, bewildered, betrayed. 


EXT. COCTEAU’S MANSION — THE NEXT NIGHT 


BEL-AIR. The Monte Carlo rolls through automated wrought-iron 
gates up a concrete incline to a vast Mediterranean estate. 


Cocteau stands in enormous, agape front doors, casting a long 
shadow onto Simon, Cedric, Desmond and Jace, as they exit the 
car and approach. 


COCTEAU 
My scheduled audience is with one 
Simon Phoenix only. 


CEDRIC 
Sure thing homie. We'll just let 
our boy walk into an ambush alone. 
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COCTEAU 
Do these environs suggest some 
sort of gangland double cross? Mr. 
Phoenix is no doubt armed himself 
and the grounds are suffused with 
ample security cameras. Thus our 
mutual collateral preclude any 
possibility of malfeasance. 


They look back at Cocteau, part skeptical, part confused. Simon 
gives Cedric a reassuring look and follows Cocteau inside. 


INT. COCTEAU’S MANSION — CONTINUOUS 


90’s opulence with minimalist avant garde — gilded chandeliers 
hang over boxy black statues. Cocteau escorts Simon to a LARGE 
FISHTANK in which swim EXOTIC SHARKS and other MARINE LIFE. 


Cocteau drops chunks of FISH FOOD, LIVE FISH, POWDERED MIXTURES, 
etc. into various tanks, as his pets swarm for dinner. He 
watches the aquatic ballet with awe, ignoring Simon while 
simultaneously speaking to him. 


COCTEAU 
Can I offer you a drink? How about 
a cigar? 


Simon plucks a cigar from a HUMIDOR setting atop a marble table. 


SIMON 
Doesn’t your family operate some 
temperance wellness retreat in the 
desert? 


COCTEAU 
While I exercise visceral 
discipline, a good host makes 
overtures to ensure his guest’s 
appetites are sated. 


CLIP! Simon SNIPS the nub off his cigar with a CIGAR CUTTER. 


SIMON 
‘Preciate it. But how about we cut 
the bullshit and you tell me why 
I'm here? 
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Cocteau noticeably, cartoonishly, WINCES. He turns away from the 


tank, to Simon. 


COCTEAU 
I DESPISE foul language. But your 
uncouth linguistics notwithstanding, 
I’m impressed by your intelligence. 
Your entrepreneurialism. It’s no 
fortuitous happenstance that you 
targeted my five most valuable 
pieces for theft. 


SIMON 
How'd you find me? Did Friendly 
give me up? 


COCTEAU 
Professor Friendly was...obstinate. 
Even in the face of police inter- 
rogation, he wouldn't divulge your 
identity. 


Simon is impressed. Cocteau goes back to feeding the fish. 


He looks to Simon again. Simon looks away, embarrassed. Cocteau 


smiles. 


COCTEAU (CONT’D) 
I have my resources, much as you 
no doubt have yours. 


SIMON 
Cards are on the table. You know 
me and you know what I did. Why 
didn’t you call the police? 


COCTEAU 
Call me misanthropic, but our 
justice system is in dire need of 
a top-to-bottom overhaul. Bungling 
Neanderthals kicking down doors in 
South Central is not the nuance I 
require applied to the recovery of 
my priceless antiquities. Now, why 
aren’t you selling my pieces on 
the black market? 
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COCTEAU (CONT’D) 
It seems your intelligence is 
ironically neutered by your lack 
of criminal, underworld savvy. 
Your play is to give me a deadline 
and a dollar amount and threaten 
destruction of my pieces if I 
don’t comply. I may send you to 
jail otherwise but my art — some 
of it quite sentimental — is then 
gone forever. So I'll make the 
first offer, the only offer — it’s 
far less than the art is worth but 
I’m the only one buying. And I’m 
comfortable paying it precisely 
because you are not of the 
standard malefactor ilk. 


SIMON 
What’s the number? 


COCTEAU 
You'll accept it- 


SIMON 
WHAT’S THE NUMBER. 


COCTEAU 
Thirty million. 


This FLOORS Simon. He goes wide-eyed and does his best to remain 
composed. 


SIMON 
Sounds fair. 


COCTEAU 
SHADDIX! 


SHADDIX, male androgenous, slender, indeterminate age owing to 
cosmetic surgery of debatable efficacy, enters. He wears the 
same faux-futuristic fashion as guests of the art show. 


Shaddix holds a sleek, metallic-fabric DUFFLE BAG. He hands it 
to Cocteau, who hands it to Simon. Cocteau, to Simon: 
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COCTEAU (CONT’D) 
You'll have your associates 
retrieve the artwork from wherever 
it’s hidden. 


SIMON 
You sure I won’t run off with the 
money? 

COCTEAU 


Simon. We trust each other now. 


FLICK. Cocteau holds up a BUTANE LIGHTER, aflame. Simon tokes 
his cigar on the fire, then turns and leaves. Shaddix, to 
Cocteau: 


SHADDIX 
That’s quite the investment. 


COCTEAU 
It’s not an investment. It’s an 
experiment. 


EXT. PHOENIX LIQUORS — WEEKS LATER — DAY — MONTAGE 


A LONG LINE of MOTHERS, WORKERS, TEENAGERS, OLD LADIES and MEN 
snakes out the front door of the store, down the block. 


INT. PHOENIX LIQUORS — CONTINUOUS — MONTAGE 


The store is TRANSFORMED — the front counter now a reception 
desk, staffed by a curvy SECRETARY, where CITIZENS fill-out 
PAPERWORK. Several TABLES are set up, at which FINANCIAL 
ADVISORS discuss monetary issues with their various clients: 


FAT ADVISOR 
-.--Okay, so you understand, you're 
Signing your house as collateral, 
do you know what that means?... 


MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN 
I want to expand my daycare I run 
at my house... 
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TALL ADVISOR 
This is an interest rate, so you 
pay back the loan, and the extra 
money added by the interest... 


OLD MAN 
We need better mail service down 
here! 


INT. PHOENIX LIQUORS BACK ROOM — CONTINUOUS — MONTAGE 

PHONE BANKS RING off the hook, staffed by Cedric, Mariah, and 
other CONFIDANTS. A TEENAGER enters and drops FINANCIAL PAPERS 
in front of Simon, THE WALL STREET JOURNAL on top. Simon browses 
through them as he barks BUY AND SELL ORDERS into his phone. 
EXT. ABANDONED LOT — DAY — MONTAGE 

Desmond oversees his CREW as they clean and groom an overgrown 
lot: a freshly painted SIGN hangs nearby: “FUTURE SIGHT OF THE 
80t? STREET COMMUNITY GARDEN.” 

EXT. ABANDONED STOREFRONT — DAY — MONTAGE 

Near the Liquor Store, Mariah directs a neighborhood CREW as 
they strip an old building of plywood boards, re-wire the 
utilities within, paint a new fagade out front, etc. A new sign 
sits on the sidewalk: SUSSEX SCHOOL OF DANCE & VOICE. 

Down the street, two UNKNOWN MEN — DETECTIVES? P.I.s? — sit ina 
car, observing the action. 

EXT. RESIDENTIAL STREET — EVENING — MONTAGE 

A group of kids plays BASEBALL in the street, as happy ELDERS 
watch from their front porches. 


EXT. PHOENIX LIQUORS — DAY — MONTAGE 


Another day, more bustling activity. Two more mysterious 
OBSERVERS not-so-subtly watch the shop from across the street. 


EXT. 


Jace 


EXT. 


Rome 


ROLL 


INT. 
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HOME — DAY — MONTAGE 

and Tarik deliver groceries to an ELDERLY COUPLE. 

ALLEY — NIGHT — MONTAGE 

shakes down one of his DEALERS, sifting through a paltry 


OF MONEY. His agitation betrays fiscal woes: is this all? 


PHOENIX LIQUORS BACK OFFICE — MONTAGE 


Desmond enters, introducing Simon to two men of MEXICAN DESCENT: 


one, 


20's, bald head, tattooed; the other, 60's, kindly, gray 


hair, a suit. They pleasantly shake hands and sit with Simon. 


EXT. 


PHOENIX LIQUORS — CONTINUOUS — MONTAGE 


CLICK. CLICK. PHOTOGRAPHS are snapped of an El Camino’s LICENSE 
PLATE parked out front. 


INT. 


POLICE INTERROGATION ROOM — MONTAGE 


The cops have Jace under scrutiny, but he plays it cool: 


INT. 


JACE 
Do I waive my rights? Sure. My 
rights ain’t ever done shit for me 
anyway. 


POLICE INTERROGATION ROOM — MONTAGE 


Now it’s Cedric’s turn: 


EXT. 


CEDRIC 
I told you my truck was stolen. 


SCHOOL — DAYTIME — MONTAGE 


Simon oversees delivery of COMPUTERS to an ELEMENTARY SCHOOL, as 
STUDENTS and TEACHERS excitedly look on. 
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INT. POLICE INTERROGATION ROOM — MONTAGE 


CEDRIC (CONT’D) 
Of course my work ID was in that 
truck! It was my truck! 


INT. PHOENIX LIQUORS — DAY — MONTAGE 


CITIZENS stop by, dropping off ENVELOPES and small STACKS of 
CASH. The SECRETARY and CEDRIC sort and count as Simon looks on. 


EXT. PHOENIX LIQUORS — DAY — MONTAGE 


Desmond, ARMED, escorts Cedric, with a duffle bag, to a car. 
They drive off. CLICK. CLICK. More PHOTOS of the two treasurers. 


INT. POLICE INTERROGATION ROOM — MONTAGE 


DESMOND 
If you had anything, I'd be in Metro 
lockup right now. Keep ya phone 
call. I want my cup of coffee. 


INT. POLICE INTERROGATION ROOM — MONTAGE 


MARIAH 
... and you think a local 
businesswoman is the mastermind of 
a million-dollar art heist? 


COP 
Your car was ID'd in the vicinity 
of the theft that same night. 


MARIAH 
(sarcastic) 
Oh, now you've got me dead to 
rights: Driving While Black. When 
will I learn? 
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EXT. PHOENIX LIQUORS — NIGHT — MONTAGE 


A STREET FAIR is in full swing — locals selling wares, GAMES and 
Simple RIDES entertaining kids, FOOD BOOTHS dishing out good 
eats. Simon and Mariah walk amongst their people as joyful 
FIREWORKS pop overhead; a perfect night in the neighborhood. 


They stop and KISS. CLICK. CLICK. CLICK. 


INT. POLICE INTERROGATION ROOM — MONTAGE 


ROME 
What do I know about Simon 
Phoenix? How much time ya got? 


INT. POLICE INTERROGATION ROOM — LATER — END MONTAGE 


Simon sits at a table in the same cold, metallic room. Looming 
over him are two standard-issue DETECTIVES: BRADSHAW and 
LEONARD, 40’s, grizzled, impatient. 


BRADSHAW 
We've had our eye on you, Phoenix. 
You've been busy. 


SIMON 
Organizing my community? Cleaning 
up the streets? Yeah, I’m a real 
outlaw. 


BRADSHAW 
Word is you’re throwing money 
around. Big money. Personal loans. 
Paying to rehab old buildings? 


LEONARD 
You're subsidizing folks who offer 
to room and board recovering crack 
addicts. 


SIMON 
We got a crack problem in the 
‘hood. You never did anything 
about it. 
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BRADSHAW 
That’s because you lowlifes don’t 
want the help we're offering you. 


SIMON 
Help? Busting skulls? Ransacking 
houses? You bring armies down to 
our neighborhoods over a couple 
baggies of rock. 


BRADSHAW 
Because it’s a fuckin’ warzone 
down there. 


SIMON 
Now it’s not. And you still seem 
to have a problem with us. 


LEONARD 
Where’d the money come from? 


SIMON 
None of your business. 


LEONARD 
TELL ME BOY. 


Simon leans back in his chair, in control. 


Bradshaw moves 


SIMON 
Your old L.A.P.D. interrogation 
tactics won’t get you very far 
with me. 


towards Simon with bravado. 


BRADSHAW 
Want to find out? 


SIMON 

You guys are on your best behavior 
after Rodney King. You want to 
risk your pension roughing up a 
law-abiding citizen, I got the 
A.C.L.U. on speed dial. 

(a beat) 
See, down in South Central, we've 
been familiarizing ourselves (MORE) 
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SIMON (CONT’D) 
with the Constitution. It’s a good 
thing for us. Not so much for you. 


Stymied, both Leonard and Bradshaw back off. 


INT. POLICE STATION FRONT DESK — NIGHT — CONTINUOUS 


Spartan works the front desk. He glances up to see Simon coming 
down a hallway. Their eyes MEET AND LOCK, Spartan surprised to 
see him, Simon almost ANNOYED with the familiarity. Simon exits. 


EXT. CATALINA ISLAND — SUNSET — DAYS LATER 


Facing a tangerine horizon, a white villa nestled into a 
forested enclave hangs over a blue Pacific cliff — Paradise on 
earth. 


INT. CATALINA VILLA — CONTINUOUS 


Empty champagne bottles, cigar butts, take-out containers, and 
clothes are strewn about. Simon and Mariah lay intertwined in 
ruffled sheets in a grand, four-post bed. Simon stares wistfully 
at the ceiling. 


MARIAH 
What are you thinking about? 


SIMON 
The neighborhood. 


MARIAH 
A beautiful woman in your arms and 
you're still thinking about back 
home? 


SIMON 
well, the last few days I have 
been focusing my energy completely 
on something else... 


He looks her over hungrily. 


SIMON (CONT'D) 
I still can’t believe you booked 
this trip for us. 


MARIAH 
The school’s doing well. Catalina 
is only a few hours away. What 
you've built back home will 
survive for a few days while you 
enjoy a much deserved vacation. 


She pulls him in for a kiss, before gazing into his eyes. 


MARIAH (CONT'D) 
I love you, Simon. 


He looks away, shy. 


MARIAH (CONT'D) 
Okay...too much too soon... 


SIMON 

No, no. It’s...my whole life...no 
mom; working for pops from a young 
age. Getting bullied because I 
liked school. Even at S.C., it was 
like people were surprised by me 
because I’m Black. My whole life 
people have expected more from me, 
or less from me, or something else 
from me. You’re the first person 
who’s...liked what they got. I 
love you, too, Mariah. I’ve loved 
you since the moment I saw you. 


They kiss, falling into passionate lovemaking again. 


INT. CATALINA VILLA — NIGHT 
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The windows stand open, sheer curtains swaying in soft Pacific 


breezes. The muzzle of a RIFLE breaches one of the windows, 


followed by a hand and foot — a black-clad FIGURE silently slips 


into the living room from outside. 


Through the darkness, toward the bedroom, creep FOUR GOONS. 
hold rifles, others hold pistols. 


Some 
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INT. VILLA BEDROOM — CONTINUOUS 
The mysterious figures converge on the four-post bed. 


YAAAAAHHHH!!! From the bathroom RUNS Mariah! She SLAMS a 
TEAKETTLE down on FACE PAINT’s arm! He cries in pain, dropping 
his HANDGUN. Simon starts awake! Mariah cracks Face Paint’s head 
with the teakettle and he collapses to the floor. 


GUN GOON 
Stupid bitch! 


GUN GOON levels his rifle at Mariah. Their LEADER grabs the 
barrel and yanks it away as — BANG! A single round pops off, 
deafening the room momentarily! Mariah stands rigid, yet 
unharmed. The others stand around, recalibrating. 


LEADER 
What part of “low profile” did you 
not understand? 


Simon clocks this guideline. 


LEADER (CONT'D) 
Get her out of here. 


Gun Goon and SKI-MASK move to Mariah. She SCREAMS but is quickly 
muzzled. Simon jerks towards her but is held in place by 
Leader’s RIFLE, trained on him. The others carry Mariah, 
struggling, out the front door. Leader focuses on Simon. 


LEADER (CONT'D) 
Get up. 


Simon moves off the bed. Leader approaches him, slinging his 
rifle over his back and producing METAL HANDCUFFS. As he nears, 
Simon, in one fluid motion, LEAPS for an open window! 


EXT. VILLA PATIO — CONTINUOUS 


Simon lands, cat-like, viewing his surroundings. He zeroes in on 
a nearby BAMBOO TABLE. 


Leader exits the villa onto the patio. CRACK! A BAMBOO CHUTE 
smacks him across his nose! Blood flows freely. He stumbles 
backwards as Simon lands more body shots with the bamboo rod. 
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Leader CATCHES one of the strikes and rips the bamboo out of 
Simon’s grasp, tossing it aside. He withdraws a BOWIE KNIFE from 
a sheath, moving on Simon. Simon backsteps, dodging vicious 
SWIPES. Leader is wild, undisciplined, slow — past his prime. 


Simon seizes a POTTED FLOWER and SMASHES the pot on Leader’s 
head! Leader backtracks, then CHARGES Simon! Simon sidesteps and 
Leader falls into a HOT TUB, losing the knife. Simon makes a 
dash for the exit GATE, but Leader scampers out of the tub. 


CRASH! Leader tackles Simon as he reaches the gate! They tumble 
into shrubs nearby, wrestling in the dirt. Simon gains the upper 
hand, straddling Leader with his hands around his neck. 


SIMON 
Who are you?! Who sent you?! 


Leader SPRAYS Simon with PEPPER SPRAY! Simon screams, standing 
and stumbling away. Leader arises and rushes Simon again. 


INT. PATIO GAZEBO — CONTINUOUS 


They tumble into a GAZEBO, which hangs off the patio over the 
forested cliffs below. They wrestle amongst wicker furniture. 


Punching, grabbing, scratching — on their backs and elbows, 
constantly tussling, in the tight confines, they quickly become 
entangled in the sheer curtains surrounding the gazebo. 


CRASH! They fall through a glass coffee table. Leader climbs 
atop Simon, grabbing a large, triangular SHARD OF GLASS and 
forcing it down towards Simon’s face! 


Simon struggles to fight off the brute power as the tip of the 
shard inches closer and closer to his eye! Both of their hands 
quake and tremble from the exertion, but Simon is losing. The 
curtains perversely waft calmly above them. 


In an instant, Simon grabs AHOLD of one of the floating curtains 
and wraps it around Leader’s neck! Simon KICKS HARD the FRENCH 
DOOR to which the curtain is affixed! The door BREAKS out of its 
frame and falls to the cliffs below. 


SWIT! CHCK! The weight of the door, PULLING the curtain taut 
against its curtain rod, TIGHTENS THE NOOSE around Leader’s 
neck! He’s pulled off Simon, then off the floor. Leader’s toes 
tickle the ground. 
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Simon arises, grabs the discarded bowie knife, and CUTS the 
STRAP on Leader’s rifle. The long gun drops into Simon’s grasp. 


EXT. FORESTED BEACH PATH — MOMENTS LATER 


Simon desperately dashes down the path. In the distance he hears 
MARIAH’S PROTESTS and the STOMPING of jackbooted footsteps. 


Face Paint, the injured goon, struggles down the path. From the 
darkness, Simon emerges, overtaking him and CRACKING his skull 
with the butt of his rifle. Face Paint collapses, UNCONSCIOUS. 


EXT. BEACH/DOCK — CONTINUOUS 


Still restraining Mariah, Ski-Mask and Gun Goon near the end of 
a dock, where a small personal SPEEDBOAT awaits. Simon emerges 
from the path onto the beach, sprinting towards the dock. 


SIMON 
Mariah! 


They turn to see Simon, who drops to one knee, levels his 
Sights, and unloads a burst of FIRE from the RIFLE! Ski-Mask 
RETURNS with small-arms fire, sending Simon ducking to the sand. 


They push Mariah towards the boat, but she fights back, biting, 
clawing. POP POP POP! More errant GUNFIRE from Simon. Gun Goon 
withdraws his BOWIE KNIFE, turns to face the advancing Simon, 
and, sadistically, theatrically, SLITS MARIAH’S THROAT. 


Featherweight, Mariah drifts off the dock and into the black 
stillness below. Simon rushes down the dock, diving off into the 
water after her. Gun Goon and Ski Mask hop into the boat and 
speed away. 

EXT. BEACH — MOMENTS LATER 

Simon drags Mariah onto the beach, but it’s obviously TOO LATE: 
her skin is ashen, her mouth and nose bloody, her neck wound 
clearly fatal. She is DEAD. Simon WAILS as he holds her to him. 


EXT. BEACH — LATER 


Simon, dazed, bloodsoaked, stumbles back up the beach path. 
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He passes by Face Paint, still unconscious. Simon turns the body 
over and spies a CHAIN around its neck. He tugs on it: Simon 
withdraws an L.A.P.D. BADGE from underneath Face Paint’s shirt. 


INT. GAZEBO — LATER 


Leader still dangles from the makeshift gallows, slipping in and 
out of consciousness. Simon, unnervingly calm, enters and looks 
Leader deep in his bloodshot eyes with maniacal inquisition. 


INT. MARIAH'S MONTE CARLO — DAY — DAYS LATER 


Simon sits in the back seat, in an all-black suit and 
sunglasses, gripping a snifter of brandy, gazing stonefaced out 
the window. Desmond drives. An L.A. CITY BUS roves by, thick 
EXHAUST billowing out the back and enveloping the Monte Carlo. 


EXT. PHOENIX LIQUORS — CONTINUOUS 


The Monte Carlo pulls up in front, trailed by MANY OTHER 
VEHICLES, from which various ASSOCIATES of disparate legitimacy 
exit: the LATINO MEN Simon previously met, Cedric, well-dressed 
ASIANS, GANGBANGERS in street formal. 


Those on the street — mothers shopping, old folks, kids — look 
to the FUNERARY PROCESSION with dread and sorrow. Rome 
congregates with some of his crew, including Josh, out front of 
a BARBER SHOP. 


Simon exits the Monte Carlo. Desmond hands Simon a PILL that he 
POPS. Simon sees Rome and walks with intent towards him. Rome is 
displeased to see Simon, but covers his disdain well. He smiles 
broadly, patronizingly, as Simon approaches. 


ROME 
There he is! The Mayor of South 
Central. Hey, where you been, 
homeboy? We was starting to wonde- 


BLAM! BLAM! BLAM! BLAM! Rome is ripped apart by bullets, 
including a fatal HEADSHOT. The gunman is Simon. Before Rome's 
backers can retaliate, Simon is flanked by Desmond, Jace, and 
others. Simon, straight-faced, addresses Rome's stunned crew. 


SIMON 
Y'all believe in honor? Loyalty? 


JOSH 
God damn right. Rome was our leader. 


SIMON 
Rome was a fuckin’ narc. Sold me 
out to the cops. And I bet some of 
you knew it, too. 


Most of Rome’s acolytes PROTEST this assessment. Josh doesn’t. 
Simon turns to face the stunned citizens: 


SIMON (CONT'D) 
If you didn’t know, now you know: 
Simon Says, crack game’s done in 
this ‘hood. Whatever Simon Says, 
goes around here, you understand?! 
(to Rome’s crew) 

You can direct any questions to 
your dear leader. 


Rome’s fragmented skull sizzles and oozes inches from Simon’s 
feet. 


JOSH 
You running the ‘hood now? Killing 
whoever rubs you the wrong way? 


SIMON 
Rome was personal. With the rest 
of you, it’s business. That’s why 
I’m giving you 24 hours to get the 
hell out of Los Angeles and never 
show your face here again. Not 
south of Florence, not South 
Central, Los Angeles. Disappear. 


Simon turns and walks away. An awkward TEENAGER, 15, breaks off 
from Rome’s crew and chases after Simon. 


TEENAGER 
Can I join up with you? 


Simon wheels and points his gun at the teen POINT BLANK! 
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CEDRIC 
NO! Simon, don’t! 


Simon looks away from the boy to Cedric, who stands shellshocked 
on the opposite curb. Simon narrows his sights on Cedric, 
annoyed, before turning back to the teen. The teen, sweating, 
shaking, looks down the barrel of the gun. Simon lowers it. 


SIMON 
Simon Says disappear, motherfucker. 


Simon leaves the Teen, who wallows in a different sort of death 
sentence. The other underworld associates regard Simon from a 
safe distance, impressed by his poise and bloodlust. 


Simon returns to the liquor store, walking by — looking through 
— Cedric, who looks to Simon with uncertainty and woe. 


INT. ELEVATOR — LATER 


Simon, in black duster, tight orange t-shirt and denim overalls, 
stands amongst Jace, Tarik, and OTHERS, who LOAD, PREP and 
TRIPLE CHECK GUNS. DING! Their ascent concludes; the doors open. 


INT. T.V. CONTROL ROOM — CONTINUOUS 


In a cramped room filled with analog equipment and a wall of 
monitors sits a nebbish TECH. He SWITCHES camera angles from 
wide shots to close-ups as the monitors blare: 


SUSAN WELCH 
.. and what do these bonds mean 
for the average taxpayer? Should 
the measure pass next Spring...? 


A HANDGUN appears inches from the Tech’s face. He turns to see 
Jace holding the weapon. 


INT. STUDIO A — CONTINUOUS 


SUSAN WELCH’S CIVICS ROUNDTABLE SHOW — the same show Simon once 
watched — is in progress, with host SUSAN WELCH; ALDERMAN 
DAWKINS, 50s; JUDGE HEMMERS, 65; and DIRECTOR JAMESON, 40. They 
blather on about boring municipal minutiae. 
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WHAM! The back doors of the studio swing open as Simon stomps 
towards the SET. Simon’s ESCORT hold guns on STAFF and 
CAMERAMEN. Simon is animated, jovial, unhinged — on drugs. 


SIMON 
We interrupt your regularly 
scheduled program to bring you a 
new feature on the show — it’s 
COMMUNITY CALL-OUT! 


Simon SHOVES Hemmers off his chair, sitting in the vacated spot. 
He holds a gun on Hemmers, forcing him to stay on the floor. 
Like a carnival barker, Simon DIRECT ADDRESSES the camera: 


SIMON (CONT'D) 
This is the part of the show where 
everyday citizens can call in and 
hold their civic leaders account- 
able! And first to lodge their 
complaints tonight is...ME! 


INT. T.V. CONTROL ROOM — CONTINUOUS 


The SWITCHBOARD on the control desk LIGHTS UP: several phone 
lines igniting instantaneously. The Tech looks to Jace. 


TECH 
Not a bad idea, I guess. 


INT. STUDIO A — CONTINUOUS 
Director Jameson rigidly quakes in his chair opposite Simon. 


SIMON 

Now, Harlan Jameson: as director 
of the L.A. County Metropolitan 
Transportation Authority, I’d like 
to know why allllllll the way from 
Vernon Avenue down to Imperial 
Boulevard, there’s not a single 
bus stop. Why do Black citizens in 
the largest Black community in the 
country pay county taxes for a 
service that doesn’t serve them? 
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INT. T.V. CONTROL ROOM — CONTINUOUS 


A separate, RED PHONE RINGS loudly with a harsh rotary chime. 
The Tech looks to Jace for permission. Jace nods playfully, and 
the Tech answers the phone. Into it: 


TECH 
Hello? Yeah...yeah, it’s real 
---hold on... 


He covers the receiver with his hand, politely turning to Jace. 


TECH (CONT'D) 
Uh, ...KTLA would like to borrow 
our signal? 


INT. STUDIO A — CONTINUOUS 


In the back of the studio, a wall of T.V.s show every rival 
local channel, muted. One-by-one, they all CHANGE to share the 
Studio A output: Simon’s revamped civics roundtable show. 
Director Jameson still flounders under Simon’s interrogation: 


DIRECTOR JAMESON 
I uh, well, Mr...? 


Simon MUGS for the camera. 


SIMON 
Phoenix. Simon Phoenix! 


DIRECTOR JAMESON 
Well, Mr. Phoenix, studies show 
that a low percentage of residen- 


BLAM! Simon BLASTS away Jameson’s coffee mug with his gun! 


SIMON 
I know you’re not going to spew 
some racist bullshit about how the 
Black man don’t want to work. How 
the Black woman doesn’t leave her 
neighborhood; how Black folks don’t 
have a need for public transit. 


DIRECTOR JAMESON 
No. No, of course not. 


SIMON 
How about, until your buses stop 
in South Central, they stay OUT of 
South Central. 


Simon trains his gun on Director Jameson. Jameson quakes, 
sputters, whines, then PISSES himself. 


DIRECTOR JAMESON 
Okay. 


SIMON 
You see that folks! Civil discourse 
at work! Let’s open up the phone 
lines! 


Callers’ voices are PIPED INTO the studio: 


MAN CALLER (V.O.) 
Hey yeah, what gives you the right 
the start making demands- 


SIMON 
The right? Motherfucker we ain’t 
got the right. We got the guns! 
This is L.A., shit. Next caller! 


WOMAN CALLER (V.O.) 
This is a law-abiding city, and 
the police- 


SIMON 
The police tried to kill me last 
week. They even wore their badges. 


He withdraws the L.A.P.D. BADGE from Catalina and plops it on 
the coffee table in front of Susan Welch. 


SIMON (CONT'D) 
And Susan I’1l give you the 
exclusive interview regarding that 
experience at a later date. 


SUSAN WELCH 
Okay! 
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REDNECK CALLER (V.O.) 
Yeah, Simon Phoenix! What is that 
shit, huh? Some Nation of Islam, 
redefining your identity, rising 
from the ashes bullshit? 


Simon calms, taking a long, thoughtful drag off his cigar. 


SIMON 
New Orleans. 1846. 


SUSAN WELCH 
What? 


SIMON 
The Phoenix was built in New 
Orleans in 1846. It was a 300 tonne 
100-foot-long transatlantic “sugar” 
ship. A slaver. Importation of 
slaves to the United States was 
already illegal but...when has the 
law ever stopped some good old- 
fashioned American commerce? 


INT. PROFESSOR FRIENDLY’S LIVING ROOM — CONTINUOUS 


In a modest Valley A-Frame, Professor Friendly, BABY EDGAR on 
his lap, watches the oratory with profound, abject fear. 


INT. POLICE STATION — CONTINUOUS 


In the Breakout Room, Healy, COPS, and Spartan also watch the 
ad-hoc history lesson. 


INT. STUDIO A — CONTINUOUS 


SIMON (CONT’D) 
The Phoenix only made one trip to 
the Guinea coast of Africa. Its 
“cargo” mutinied and took over the 
ship in 1847. Put up quite a fight 
at the Galveston harbor where they 
docked, but eventually they were 
subdued, and the survivors, sold. 
The sellers gave the enslaved (MORE) 
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SIMON (CONT'D) 
the surname of Phoenix — they 
thought it would be a warning to any 
buyers, an indication that those so- 
named deserved extra “discipline.” 
But amongst the enslaved of the 
South, the legend of the Phoenix 
meant something much different. It 
showed that the oppressors could be 
overthrown. That tribal unity could 
overwhelm the inferior numbers of 
institutionalized power. But also 
that resources are needed for a 
successful liberation. 


The CAMERAMAN ZOOMS IN on Simon. 


SIMON (CONT'D) 
I didn’t name myself. I was named 
by white businessmen who have 
always viewed me and my people as 
a chess piece in their game of 
money, control and power. And 
we're not building something new. 
We already built this country. 


P.O.V. PROFESSOR FRIENDLY — HIS T.V. SCREEN — CONTINUOUS 
SIMON (CONT’D) 

Now it's our time to control it. 
EXT. SIMON’S HOUSE — NIGHT — LATER 
Simon’s front door stands AJAR. A weird, FUTURISTIC SUV sits out 
front. The Monte Carlo pulls up, Simon and Tarik exiting. Tarik 
moves towards the house, but Simon puts a hand on his shoulder. 
INT. SIMON’S HOUSE — CONTINUOUS 


Simon enters alone. Cocteau stands in the living room, wearing a 
metallic poncho, admiring the home. He turns to greet Simon. 


COCTEAU 
Mr. Phoenix. 


Simon looks to 
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SIMON 
(sharp, defensive) 
To what do I owe the pleasure? 


COCTEAU 
Well, I am your first seed 
investor, after all. 


SIMON 
And far from the last. 


COCTEAU 
Yes, I know: The Mexicans, the 
Koreans, the Armenians, the 
Russians... 


him quizzically. How does he know that? 


COCTEAU (CONT'D) 
I told you I have my resources. My 
assessment is they're all 
“investing” large cash sums for a 
deferred partial return. Am I 
right so far? Of course, 
colloquially I believe that would 
be considered money laundering. 
But the realm of finance has 
always been the most adept at the 
art of semantic manipulation. 


SIMON 
I already got your money, and I 
own my own fucking thesaurus. I’m 
a busy guy lately- 


COCTEAU 
Yes I know. I saw your big 
television debut today. Highly 
stylized. Lacking in substance. 


SIMON 
So you want to know my plan? 


Cocteau looks to him expectantly. 


SIMON (CONT'D) 
Y'know what? Our business been 
done. You got about five (MORE) 
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SIMON (CONT’D) 
minutes to get the fuck out of 
South Central for the last time. 


COCTEAU 
Don’t speak to me in vulgarities, 
Simon! 


Simon withdraws his GUN, pointing it at Cocteau’s face. Cocteau 
doesn’t flinch. He holds a sleek black BATON — a GLOW ROD — 
pointed at Simon’s midsection. Three rubbery bands near the end 
glow a PURPLE HUE. Simon stares at the oddity with confusion. 


COCTEAU (CONT’D) 
Believe it or not, I want you to 
succeed. I came here to counsel 
you on how to conduct yourself now 
that you have that one capital 
you've always craved: Power. 


SIMON 
I don’t need another white man 
telling me how to run a Black 
man’s world. 


A moment of tense standoff. Cocteau steps away, tucking the glow 
rod back into his tunic in a fluid motion. Simon lowers his 
weapon too. 


COCTEAU 
I know that, now. You’ve surprised 
me, Simon. Surprise is not an 
experience with which I court 
familiarity. 


Cocteau moves to the door. He pauses in the doorway. 


COCTEAU (CONT'D) 
If I cannot be of philosophical 
assistance to you, perhaps I can 
offer...materiel support...? 


He GESTURES to the floor near the door, then EXITS. 
Simon moves to the front of the house: a METALLIC BOX, 4 x 1 x 


1, embossed with a COCTEAU INDUSTRIES LOGO, sits on the floor. 
Simon kneels, unlatches the lid, and opens the box. 
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Within the contours of black packing foam is a space-age GUN: a 
brace like a rifle for someone’s shoulder, various gauges and 
BLINKING LIGHTS. Simon pulls the CANNON from the box, spying an 
engraving along the handle: 


“COCTEAU INDUSTRIES MAGNETIC ACCELERATOR BETA VERSION 1.0.2.” 


INT. LARGE HALL — EVENING — THE NEXT DAY 


Simon strolls into a large, domed chamber, reminiscent of Grand 
Central station: chandeliers, high arched windows, etc. 

He’s surrounded as per usual by his sycophants: Desmond, Jace, 
Tarik, et al. Cedric also joins them, reluctantly. 


SIMON 
Oh yeah, I’m liking this. Good 
light. Loooove the art deco. Of 
course, we’ll have to do a little 
redecorating... 


He looks to dozens of HOSTAGES, tethered together en masse. Some 
are bloodied, some wear work coveralls, others neckties and lab 
coats. ARMED GUARDS keep watch. Above them on the wall a plaque 
reads “LOS ANGELES DEPT. OF POWER — VERNON STREET POWER PLANT.” 


SIMON (CONT'D) 

Get these suckers out of here. And 
go scare me up some furniture. I 
want this place to feel lived-in. 


The cronies peel off obediently, dragging the hostages out. 
Except Cedric. He watches Simon take a theatrical 180-degree 
turn, soaking in the grandiosity of the room and his newfound 
élan. Finally, Simon notices Cedric. 


CEDRIC 
So this who we are now, huh? 


SIMON 
What? Self-sufficient? Secure? 
Yeah. This who we are now. 


CEDRIC 
Taking hostages? Blocking off the 
streets? 


A heavy beat. 


SIMON 
We take the power plant, ain’t no 
way they can smoke us out or hold 
leverage over us. We'll be 
completely independent. Pretty 
soon we'll have our own mailmen. 
Our own fire department. Our own 
fuckin’ city. 


CEDRIC 
I don’t want my own city. All I 
ever wanted was to feel safe in 
the city I got. The buses, the 
power plants? This shit isn’t 
necessary. 


SIMON 
Necessary? We finally got 
something good going on down here 
and the world is trying to take it 
away. Did you forget a couple days 
ago when we were at Mariah’s 
fucking funeral?! 


CEDRIC 
And what would Mariah say about 
that shorty you blew off a couple 
days ago? 


SIMON 
What about him? 


CEDRIC 
Few months ago, you was talking 
about uniting this neighborhood. 
Now you’re putting out bounties on 
kids because of what crew they 
used to run with? 


SIMON 
You used to run with Rome. Do I 
need to put a bounty on you? 


It’s intense, volatile. But most of all, 
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it’s SAD. 
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CEDRIC 
There’s a difference between 
respect and fear, Simon. You don’t 
get either from me. 


Simon pulls out his GUN and points it at Cedric! Cedric doesn’t 
even flinch. He stares coldly back at Simon. Simon COCKS THE 
HAMMER on his gun! Cedric remains unphased. Simon’s hand tenses, 
his index finger nudging the trigger back, back, back — 


DESMOND (0.S.) 
SIMON! 


Desmond bursts into the room! Simon pulls the gun away from 
Cedric. 


DESMOND (CONT'D) 
You gotta come see this! 


EXT. POWER PLANT — FRONT STREET — MOMENTS LATER 


The main street outside the POWER PLANT is lined strategically 
with concrete barriers and lots of SIMON’S SOLDIERS. Desmond 
leads Simon and Cedric into the road, pointing north up the 
street. 


DESMOND 


Our spotters caught it about a 
mile out. 


P.O.V. SIMON — CONTINUOUS 

SEVERAL BLOCKS AWAY, an L.A. CITY BUS RUMBLES down the street 
towards them. 

BACK TO SCENE — CONTINUOUS 


Simon looks upon the nuisance, thinking. 


SIMON 
Give me the thing. 


Desmond smirks, gesturing to Tarik. Tarik carries over the METAL 
BOX Cocteau left behind. Desmond opens it up, the bus 
approaching closer — it’s three blocks away. 
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CEDRIC 
It’s just a bus, Simon... 


SIMON 
I said no buses. 


Desmond hands over the MAGNETIC ACCELERATOR to Simon, as the gun 
CHARGES UP to capacity with a low hum. 


The bus is AUDIBLE. It’s two blocks from them. Simon stands 
tautly, feet far apart, steadying himself. The bus is one block 
away. 


CEDRIC 
The cops ain’t gonna let something 
like this slide! Rome was one 
thing, but this is murder, man! 


A RED DIGITAL GAUGE on the back of the gun climbs to a GREEN 
LIGHT, which ignites with a CHIME. A neutral, FEMALE A.I. VOICE 
PLEASANTLY DECLARES: 


MAGNETIC ACCELERATOR VOICE 
Acc-Mag now activated. 


SIMON 
It ain’t murder. It’s just a 
detour. 


FSHWOO!!! A BURST of ENERGY spews from the muzzle of the 
accelerator, visible only by its WARPING of the air around it. 
The MAGNETIC BURST pulses down the street at light speed! 


CRASH!!! The front of the bus is FLATTENED as if running into a 
brick wall! It STOPS instantaneously, the shockwave continuing, 
BISECTING the bus into two mangled length-wise slabs! 


The bus’s OCCUPANTS are violently thrown out of the bus and 
forward, tumbling down the street as their own inertia continues 
to propel them, twisted and brutalized by unforgiving physics. 


Simon, Desmond, Cedric and the others look upon the bloodied and 
maimed VICTIMS: they are POLICE OFFICERS in RIOT GEAR. 


The smoking, unrecognizable remains of the bus collapse on 
either side of the street. Simon turns to Cedric, triumphantly. 
Betrayed, Cedric turns his back and walks to his CAR. Simon 
watches as Cedric drives away, then he turns to Desmond: 
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SIMON (CONT'D) 
Put the word out. Gonna be a big 
block party tonight! And all the 
L.A.P.D. is invited! 


INT. POLICE STATION — CONTINUOUS 


It’s crowded, it’s chaotic: A HUNDRED COPS in RIOT-GEAR zig-zag 
here and there, falling into attention, trading ammunition, 
double checking gear. Captain Healy directs traffic. 


CAPTAIN HEALY 
All right, listen up! Downtown 
Precinct just sent the first wave 
in. Our number’s been called, so 
it’s time to mount up. Remember 
the brief: this is a 5-acre 
facility, several buildings and 
there’s no telling how many 
reinforcements they’ve got in the 
neighborhood. This is live ammo, 
safeties off, no quarter. Let’s 
show these assholes what civil 
disobedience really looks like. 


YEAH!!! A WAR CRY arises out of the amped-up chattel — they rush 
out the front doors, gear and guns rattling amongst the boiling, 
testosterone-laced atmosphere. In a moment, their confidence and 
footsteps are mere echoes in the empty station. 


Except for SPARTAN — who stands impotently behind the front 
desk. He gazes after his comrades; in his eyes, jealousy, 
disgust, and most importantly, another clairvoyant HUNCH burn. 
He looks to his cluttered desk, his eyes zeroing in on: 


P.O.V. SPARTAN — CONTINUOUS 


His set of hundreds of Police Station KEYS. 


INT. POLICE STATION ARMORY — MOMENTS LATER 


Spartan slings a SHOTGUN and RIFLE over his shoulders, and 
stuffs GRENADES and other ordnance into a DUFFLE BAG. He pulls 
on a BODY ARMOR vest, jamming KNIVES and GUN CLIPS into it. He 
pulls on a PARAMILITARY BERET to complete his ensemble. 
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INT. POLICE STATION UNDERGROUND GARAGE — MOMENTS LATER 


A POLICE MOTORCYCLE REVS UP!!! Laden with all manner of 
weaponry, Spartan PEELS OUT, GUNNING the motorcycle up the exit 
ramp, zipping onto surface streets. 


INT. CEDRIC’S CAR — LATER — DUSK 


A half-packed BAG sits on Cedric’s shotgun seat as he speeds 
through residential streets. SCREEEECH!!! He SLAMS on the brakes 
as he breaches an INTERSECTION: two tall, tinted-window L.A.P.D. 
INMATE TRANSPORT BUSES fly through the cross-street. 


EXT. INTERSECTION — CONTINUOUS 


Cedric gets out of his car and looks after the imposing 
vehicles. They stop a block down. Silently, with precision, the 
front doors of each bus open: dozens more RIOT COPS file out, 
fanning out into the neighborhood. 


RILEY (0.S.) 
All right sir, move it along. 


Cedric turns to see Riley, and dozens more COPS behind him. 


RILEY (CONT'D) 
We're setting a perimeter back to 
Martin Luther King Blvd. 


CEDRIC 
What about the people who live 
here? 


RILEY 
If we can, we'll evacuate the 
neighborhood. 


CEDRIC 
Evacuate? Evacuate for what? 


Riley tires of diplomacy and withdraws his BATON. 


RILEY 
FALL BACK, GOD DAMMIT! 
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Cedric hops back in his car as FIFTY MORE COPS on foot and some 
cruisers move past him. He begins to drive against the tide of 
incoming assailants, but QUICKLY U-TURNS! Cops dive for cover as 
Cedric PEELS OUT, heading back down the street he came! 


EXT. POWER PLANT — CONTINUOUS 


Four MEN with LONG GUNS — a SNIPER TEAM — scale the back wall of 
a Single-story GROCERY STORE across the street from the POWER 
PLANT MAIN BUILDING. 


On the neighboring block, a dozen RIOT COPS move through un- 
fenced BACK YARDS of run-down homes. They reach the end of the 
block, hugging a CORNER HOUSE as they peer around the corner: 
Simon’s SOLDIERS and ROAD BLOCKS stand a hundred feet away. 


RAT-A-TAT-TAT-TAT-TAT!!! They are SHREDDED by MACHINE GUN FIRE 
coming from within the house, THROUGH the exterior walls! Their 
body armor smokes from the impact, and they collapse to the 
ratty grass. Other COPS return MACHINE GUN FIRE on the house. 


From the back yards, TEENAGERS throw BRICKS, and a couple 
MOLOTOV COCKTAILS! One COP bursts into flames, screaming and 
flopping about! More machine gun fire comes from the house. 


Reinforcements arrive from Simon’s Army in front of the power 
plant. SHOTGUN BLASTS ECHO amongst L.A.P.D. small arms fire! The 
cops toss two FLASHBANGS through broken windows into the house. 
Out of side doors and other windows, GUNMEN frantically escape! 


BOOM! The whole house is lifted off its foundation as the back 
half smokes and sags. All duck for cover momentarily. 


The cops collect their wounded and try to back away from the 
confrontation. The soldiers give chase; the dazed cops are 
mincemeat! More gunfire comes from the soldiers. Jace approaches 
a bleeding FEMALE COP and puts his GUN to her temple. She gone. 


BLAMMO!!! The corner house TOTALLY EXPLODES!!! Splintered wood 
IMPALES fighters on both sides! Tossed back by the explosion, 
Jace looks to see an L.A.P.D. TANK rumbling into action, 
FLATTENING a house that is in its way. 


JACE 
These motherfuckers got a TANK?!?! 
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INT. “INMATE” BUS — CONTINUOUS 


Another COP TRANSPORT rumbles down the street. SUDDENLY its 
windshield FRAGMENTS, struck by incoming BULLETS. The DRIVER 
explodes in BLOOD, slumping over the wheel. 


EXT. RESIDENTIAL STREET — CONTINUOUS 


The bus drifts, swerves, then TIPS OVER — CRASHING and SLIDING 
along the pavement. More MACHINE GUN BURSTS befall it. Some cops 
kick out the metal bars over windows, wriggling out. They spill 
into the street, returning fire. A running gun battle ensues. 


EXT. DIFFERENT RESIDENTIAL STREET — CONTINUOUS 


Cops KICK-IN doors of houses and pull people out of their homes, 
forcing them in a certain direction. The REFUGEES cling to scant 
belongings, beg for mercy and curse the heartless relocation. 


EXT. YET ANOTHER RESIDENTIAL STREET — CONTINUOUS 


Spartan ZOOMS down the street on his motorcycle. He catches 
glimpses of PITCHED BATTLES as he zips through intersections. 


A ROADBLOCK — more concrete barriers and GUNMEN — awaits hima 
block away. The gunmen toss a few SHOTS at Spartan; bullets PING 
off his motorcycle’s noseplate. Spartan hunkers down and lays on 
the throttle, then PULLS his ride to the right, off the street. 


EXT. HOUSE SIDE GANGWAY — CONTINUOUS 
Spartan’s cycle PLOWS through a plank wood GATE. He speeds down 
the narrow sidewalk lining the house. 


EXT. ALLEY — CONTINUOUS 


From the back of the property, Spartan pulls into an alley, the 
TOWERS of the POWER PLANT looming a few blocks away. 


A PICKUP TRUCK enters the alley, coming at Spartan. He withdraws 
his SHOTGUN and BLASTS away at the truck! From this distance 
it’s useless. The truck’s occupants unload SMALL ARMS FIRE at 
Spartan as they race towards each other. 


92 


Spartan, riding with no hands, COCKS and FIRES his shotgun 
repeatedly as the truck approaches! Ping! Ptew! More bullets 
clatter off Spartan’s cycle. CHK-CHK BOOM! CHK-CHK BOOM! CHK-CHK 
BOOM! The truck is fucking on top of him! 


Spartan JERKS to the LEFT, riding up onto a narrow garage APRON 
just as the truck passes! SPARKS fly as he’s squeezed by the 
passing truck and the metal garage door, but he ekes out on the 
other end, as the truck, now behind him, SLAMS on its brakes. 


Spartan speeds away, as the truck turns around in the tight 
alley, its DRIVER barking directives into a WALKIE TALKIE. 


Onto the next block the chase continues. Spartan fires his 
shotgun blindly behind himself as the truck fires back. A MAN on 
a DIRT BIKE falls in behind the truck. 


Spartan EMPTIES his shotgun’s red-hot chamber, searing spent 
shells jangling onto the raw pavement like loose change. He pats 
his pockets on his vest, seizing two final SHOTGUN SHELLS. 


SPARTAN 
FUCK! Last shot. 


PING! PTEW! Either the truck is getting closer or their aim is 
getting better. Spartan LOCKS and LOADS, approaching another 
intersection. 


BLASH! Spartan shoots a TRANSFORMER high atop a telephone pole 
and it EXPLODES! FLAMES and SPARKS shower down, as thick, 
buzzing LIVE WIRES fall across the alley like an electrified 
Spider web. The truck screeches to a halt. 


The DIRT BIKE MAN zips past the truck and slips through a gap in 
the electrified obstruction. Wielding a baseball bat, he races 
ahead, pacing Spartan. 


Spartan and Dirt Bike Man duel, baseball bat vs. police baton. 
WHACK! CRACK! They thrust and parry as their bikes waver and 
teeter, dodging discarded debris like mattresses and a/c units. 
Spartan is WHACKED on the head! Dazed, he drops his baton. 


Spartan punches and kicks, as Dirt Bike Man beats Spartan, and 
Spartan’s bike, which now SMOKES and LEAKS fluid. WOOSH! Spartan 
DUCKS just as overhanging palm branches nearly behead him! 


Finally, Spartan seizes his inert shotgun and JAMS it into the 
front spokes of the dirtbike! The bike is instantly STOPPED, and 
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Dirt Bike Man flips over his handlebars, crushed by his own 
CARTWHEELING motorcycle! SPLAT. 


Through another intersection flies Spartan, but a souped-up 
SEDAN peels off the street and continues the chase. A GANGBANGER 
hangs out one window and SPRAYS UZI FIRE at Spartan. His FLAK 
JACKET absorbs a fistful of BULLETS and he winces in pain. 


Spartan’s motorcycle SPUTTERS and slows. The Sedan gains on him, 
pulling up within inches of the cycle. Spartan turns around and 
wildly UNLOADS a CLIP from a HANDGUN into the Sedan’s hood. 


The Sedan backs off, yet it’s still merely dozens of feet behind 
Spartan. He reaches into the saddle bag of his bike and 
withdraws a slim METAL BRICK studded with mysterious bolts. 


Spartan drops it behind himself, and the brick UNFOLDS, fanning 
out at each bolt, extending at the hinges, accordion-like. It’s 
a SPIKE STRIP, and it quickly expands across the width of the 
alley behind him. 


PSHEW! The sedan hits the spike strip and the front tires POP! 
The elongated metal skeleton wraps around the wheel wells and 
axle of the sedan, dragging it to an ugly standstill. 


Through yet another intersection rides Spartan, although his 
motorcycle STRUGGLES, seizing and jerking. It spits, heaves, 
and, puking more WHITE SMOKE, finally DIES on Spartan. 


He hops off the bike, which falls to its side, dead. Spartan 
takes stock of his ammo, sifting through his duffle bag, 
huddling for cover near a telephone pole. RAWRRR...the distant 
zipper of a DIRT BIKE catches his attention. 

P.O.V. SPARTAN — CONTINUOUS 

At the end of the block, two more riders idle and watch Spartan. 
One YOUNG RIDER sits atop another dirt bike. Simon’s associate 
Tarik straddles a true HOG. They both have MACHINE GUNS. 

They speak to one another, unheard from this distance. Then they 
take off on their bikes, SPEEDING towards Spartan! 


BACK TO SCENE — CONTINUOUS 


Frantically, Spartan runs back to his fallen motorcycle. 


94 


He hunkers down behind it, leveling the only gun he has ready — 
his 9MM — at the approaching marauders. CRACKCRACKCRACK their 
machine guns pop off at him! 


VRRRRRRRR! PING! POW! A cacophony of attack assails Spartan. He 
can barely sneak a look over the body of his bike, let alone 
level his shot. He squeezes off two useless shots into the air. 


Tarik and Young Rider laugh maniacally as they close in on 
Spartan, firing off their machine guns with abandon. Spartan 
eyes them, levels his gun, but doesn’t shoot? VRRRRRRRR! 
CRACKCRACKCRACK! Hahahahahahaha! YOU DEAD MOTHAFUCKA!!!!!!1! 


FWIP! Tarik and Young Rider are YANKED off their bikes violently 
by a WIRE, TETHERED between two telephone poles by Spartan. They 
fall back to the concrete, unconscious or worse. Their bikes 
CRASH, toppling into nearby garages. Spartan stands coolly. 


SPARTAN 
Looks like you lost your head. 


EXT. POWER PLANT — SIDE STREET — NIGHT — LATER 


It’s truly NIGHT now. Spartan zips down a side street on Young 
Rider’s dirt bike. The street runs into a T-INTERSECTION, 
guarded by some SOLDIERS and CARS, the POWER PLANT CAMPUS beyond 
behind a chain-link fence. They too shoot blindly at Spartan. 


Spartan guns the throttle and takes them head on. With each 
hand, he plucks a GRENADE off his vest, pulling the pins with 
his teeth. Bombs in the palms of his hand, with his fingers he 
pops the dirt bike into a WHEELIE! 


Spartan veers towards a parked TOW TRUCK, jumping onto the back 
bumper, riding up onto the slanted flatbed. He TAKES FLIGHT, 
JUMPING the dirt bike over the soldiers! Spartan drops the 
grenades upon them. 


FOOM!!! The checkpoint erupts in flames as Spartan CLEARS the 
high chain-link fence, a WALL OF FIRE chasing him in mid-air! 
INT. POWER PLANT CAMPUS — CONTINUOUS 

The bike lands HARD, bouncing to and fro, out of control! 


Spartan lays the bike down on its side and it GRINDS to a halt. 
Spartan, partially pinned, tosses the remains off himself. 
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He rises, vigilant, withdrawing his 9MM, duffle bag slung over 
his shoulder. Watching his six, he slips into a maze of 
TRANSFORMERS. 


EXT. POWER PLANT SIDE STREET — CONTINUOUS 


Cedric’s car races up to the burned-out remains of Spartan’s 
handiwork. The chain link fence — the thin metal white hot from 
the heat — is caved in, peeled back, easily accessible. 


Cedric stops and exits his car, shocked at the bloodshed before 
him, and the turmoil throughout the neighborhood. A soldier's 
HANDGUN lays nearby. Cedric picks it up, then climbs through 
what’s left of the fence, into the Power Plant Campus. 


EXT. NEIGHBORHOOD — NEAR POWER PLANT — CONTINUOUS 


BULLETS and TRACERS fly overhead, explosions echo not far off. 
Screams of death and injury tear through the smokey air. COP 
CARS and SWAT VANS — a makeshift stockade — are circled around 
Captain Healy and other cops who fire into the battlefield. 


Healy screams into a LARGE PORTABLE RADIO CONSOLE, directing 
unseen traffic of the war. MULTIPLE VOICES in snippets and 
bursts battle each other over the radio frequency: 


CALM COP (V.O.) 
— we got a stronghold at 53% & 
Pacific, heavy gunfire — 


PANICKING COP (V.O.) 
— mortars coming down on us! — 


DYING COP (V.O.) 
— NO, GOD, HELP!!! — 


CAPTAIN HEALY 
This is Captain Healy, clear the 
airwaves! I’m trying to reach 
dispatch! Radio SILENCE! 


KOOSH! The L.A.P.D. TANK ROLLS over an ENTIRE HOUSE behind 
Healy, crosses the street, and PULVERIZES another dwelling. 
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The tank takes aim at an APARTMENT COMPLEX from which heavy 
machine gun fire spews. The TURRET rotates sluggishly, but soon 
has the occupants of the building in its sights, dead to rights. 


FSHWOO! A BLAST from the magnetic accelerator PUNCHES the side 
of the tank! The tank shudders from the impact, but remains 
operational. 


INT. TANK — CONTINUOUS 


TANK GUNNER 
What the fuck was that?! 


TANK SPOTTER 
It’s coming from the power plant — 
main building! 


INT./EXT. SIMON’S “OFFICE” — CONTINUOUS 
Simon hangs out one of the tall, broken-out windows, seated on 
the window sill, brandishing the magnetic accelerator. 
P.O.V. SIMON — CONTINUOUS 
The cratered neighborhood below glows with fires and muzzle 
flashes. Healy’s COMMAND POST is visible, as well as the TANK, 
now shifting its aim right at Simon. 
BACK TO SCENE — CONTINUOUS 
SIMON 
Oh okay! You wanna go blow for 
blow, huh? We’re on some Mike 


Tyson shit then! 


He levels the magnetic accelerator again and FIRES at the tank! 


EXT. THE TANK — CONTINUOUS 


CRUSH! The tank nose is DENTED by a second energy wave. AGAIN, a 
third quaking PUNCH of magnetism impacts the tank, GNARLING the 
cannon into a cock-eyed pretzel. A FOURTH BLAST CRUSHES the tank 
like a beer can, POPPING the hatch lid off into the air. 


The TANK CREW scurries out of the wreckage, running for cover. 


EXT. SIMON’S OFFICE — CONTINUOUS 
With pageantry, Simon KISSES the magnetic accelerator. 
SIMON 
Cocteau Industries, wave of the 


future! 


He sets his sights on Healy’s COMMAND POST. 


EXT. HEALY’S COMMAND POST — CONTINUOUS 
Healy sees Simon, and bellows into his radio: 
CAPTAIN HEALY 
He’s in the main building! The 
front! Second story! 
EXT. GROCERY STORE ROOF — CONTINUOUS 


The SNIPER TEAM from before listens in. One responds: 


SNIPER 
Copy that! We'll get an eyeline! 


CAPTAIN HEALY 


(over radio) 
HURRY! 


EXT. HEALY’S COMMAND POST — CONTINUOUS 


FOOM! A BLAST of magnetism PUMMELS Healy and his troops! Debris 
mechanical and human flies skyward, away from the epicenter of 


97 


the impact! Nothing is left but mangled vehicles, plastic, glass 


and metal shards, and bleeding, limping casualties. 


EXT. SIMON’S OFFICE — CONTINUOUS 


MAGNETIC ACCELERATOR VOICE 
Charge low. Wait for recharge. 
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Simon looks at the impudent instrument, then, shrugging, tosses 
it aside. He gleefully saunters back into his office, the chaos 
outside momentarily quieted. 


SIMON 
Good enough for me! 


EXT. STREET — CONTINUOUS 


Bleeding, crawling on his stomach, Captain Healy struggles to 
reach what’s left of his RADIO: side panels blown off, wires 
sticking out here and there, garbled staticky transmissions 
struggling to come through. He grabs his receiver, into it: 


CAPTAIN HEALY 


EXT. POWER PLANT — TRANSFORMERS FARM — CONTINUOUS 


Spartan struggles to hear snippets of the frantic L.A.P.D. radio 
frequencies, Healy included. As he flips through the channels on 
his RADIO, they’re all truncated by INTERFERENCE and STATIC. 


He looks overhead: a MAZE of criss-crossing POWER LINES drown 
out any competing signals with harsh, buzzing WHITE NOISE. 
Spartan tosses his radio in his duffle bag and sneaks through 
the rows of tall, boxy TRANSFORMERS. 


WHUMP! A RIFLE BUTT socks Spartan in the gut! He doubles over. 

CRACK! The rifle butt knocks him in the face! Desmond wields an 
AK-47, and as Spartan falls to the ground against a transformer, 
Desmond COCKS the gun and raises it to execute Spartan! CHK-CHK! 


FLIT! Spartan throws a DAGGER at Desmond. It strikes Desmond in 
the left forearm and he hollers in pain, losing his handle on 
the gun. Desmond yanks the dagger from himself and, pissed, 
LUNGES at Spartan with the blade! 


Spartan dodges the strike, elbows Desmond in the kidney, then 
kicks Desmond's leg sideways. He ROLLS away and Desmond takes a 
desperate SWIPE at Spartan’s back. SWISH! Spartan leaps back to 
his feet; he and Desmond square off. 


Spartan PUNCHES Desmond hard! He lands another quick one-two 
combination. Spartan overcommits on his fourth punch and Desmond 


99 


DUCKS, SLICING Spartan’s thigh! SCREAMING, Spartan drops an 
elbow on the crouching Desmond. 


Spartan PICKS UP Desmond and TOSSES him into the side of a 
transformer. The knife jingles away, but Desmond has landed 
right back by his AK! He grabs it, and points it at Spartan, who 
lunges for the muzzle! 


RATATATATATAT! Bullets spray up into the air as Spartan and 
Desmond struggle for possession of the gun! Spartan is winning, 
but Desmond punches Spartan in the groin, then wiggles away, 
arises, and kicks Spartan in the face as he’s doubled over. 


Desmond LEAPS upon Spartan’s back! He wraps his GANGLAND 
BANDANNA around Spartan’s neck, strangling him. Desmond cinches 
the handkerchief tightly. Spartan, staggering, claws at Desmond, 
who rides Spartan, spiderlike. Desmond can’t be shook. 


Spartan kicks his own feet out from under himself, dropping 
Desmond awkwardly onto an IRON RAILING surrounding one of the 
transformers! Desmond’s back grotesquely BENDS around the 
railing, and he loses his grip on Spartan. 


Spartan gasps for breath. Desmond slithers off the railing and 
writhes in agony beneath it. As he flops and rolls on the 
gravel, he sees THE DAGGER. With resolve, he grabs it, stands, 
and RUSHES Spartan! Spartan sidesteps and TRIPS Desmond. 


Desmond falls into the railing, teeth SHATTERING like porcelain 
on the unforgiving iron. He SWIPES at Spartan again with the 
knife, but Spartan dodges, strikes Desmond’s elbow, grabs his 
wrist, and forces the knife back on Desmond. 


Spartan leans on top of Desmond, pinning him against the 
railing, the knife inching closer and closer to Desmond’s face. 


DESMOND 
Go on. Do it. Do it, motherfucker. 


Their hands shake, the blade rattling as the competing forces 
push against it. They grunt. They look in each others’ eyes. 


DESMOND (CONT'D) 
Kill me. KILL ME I SAID! Do what 
every cop in this town dreams of 
and kill a brother! 


CRRRK! A handcuff ZIPPERS SHUT. Desmond looks down to see his 
wrist HANDCUFFED to the railing. Spartan coolly backs away, 
tossing the dagger aside. Desmond looks in disbelief at his 
shackled wrist. Then he looks to Spartan, flabbergasted. 


DESMOND (CONT’D) 
No. NO!!! 


Desmond runs the length of the railing, dragging the handcuff 
with him. He gets to a bend in the railing and he can’t pull 

himself any farther. His free hand reaches hopelessly for the 
dagger: it’s JUST OUT OF REACH. 


DESMOND (CONT'D) 
NO! KILL ME! KILL ME, MOTHERFUCKER! 
You’re supposed to kill me! You 
can’t arrest me! I ain’t going back 
to jail! I AIN’T GOING BACK TO JAIL! 


Spartan doesn’t care. He packs up his duffle bag and leaves 
Desmond wallowing in his own apoplectic grief. 


SPARTAN 
Tell it to the judge. 
EXT. POWER PLANT — GENERATOR — MOMENTS LATER 


Spartan SLAPS a chunk of prepackaged C-4 to the side of a tall 
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Silo. He does it again and again, quickly adhering a half-dozen 


C-4 BRICKS to the perimeter of the generator. He JAMS small 


spark plugs — DETONATORS — into each lump of plastic explosives. 


He trots away from the generator, huddling behind a low concrete 
wall. He withdraws a radio-controlled REMOTE, preps himself, and 


DEPRESSES the IGNITION BUTTON ON IT. 


KABOOM!!! A HUMONGOUS EXPLOSION LIGHTS UP THE NIGHT SKY!!! 


INT. T.V. NEWS DESK — CONTINUOUS 
A T.V. NEWS ANCHOR direct addresses the camera. In media res: 


T.V. NEWS ANCHOR 
-..-10 Freeway East of La Brea — 
and, oh my, a tremendous explosion 
— apologies again, usually (MORE) 
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T.V. NEWS ANCHOR (CONT’D) 
we would have Chopper 9 Eye in the 
Sky on the scene but it is too 
dangerous and L.A.P.D. has asked we 
not put choppers in the air at this 
time- 


P.O.V. TELESCOPE — CONTINUOUS 


Down the barrel of a telescope, the MAGNIFIED AFTERMATH of the 
explosion rages: fire and smoke swelling and billowing upwards, 
debris showering down like volcanic fallout, nearby structures 
warping and melting from the heat. 


EXT. COCTEAU’S PATIO — CONTINUOUS 


From his perch in Bel-Air, Cocteau gazes through his TELESCOPE. 
He pulls away, PLEASED. Shaddix stands nearby. 


SHADDIX 
Such a shame. 


Cocteau sighs, exasperated. 


COCTEAU 
The shortsightedness of my fellows 
never ceases to amaze me. 


Shaddix looks to him, confused, inquisitive. 


COCTEAU (CONT'D) 
How have I cultivated my following, 
inspired my acolytes? I envision a 
wholly new culture, a different 
world unlike any of the filth and 
degradation that surrounds us at 
present. As defiled as this city 
is, it would have taken decades 
before enough of our populace was 
ready, nay — resigned — to a 
societal upheaval of my ambitions. 
Unless that collapse of civili- 
zation could be accelerated, 
encouraged. ..orchestrated. 


Boom. 


SHADDIX 
Orchestrated? You wanted this? 


COCTEAU 
I needed this. Every hero needs his 
villain, every victor a vanquished, 
every nation needs a revolution. 
With Phoenix surrounded by a barely 
reformed criminal element and newly 
minted as an overnight millionaire? 
I had little need to intervene 
except where necessary — for 
example when his conscience became 
tethered inextricably to his young 
love. Now he collides with our 
world’s old, inept, expired version 
of Order. The L.A.P.D. is no match 
for his popularity, nor my weapons. 
Let him play king for a few years. 
In due time I will be the answer to 
the question no one is even asking 
yet: where did we go so wrong? The 
only shame is that Simon Phoenix’s 
brightly burning star is a mere 
spark that lights the way for the 
Cocteau Doctrine. 


INT. SIMON’S OFFICE — CONTINUOUS 


Small fires in garbage cans cast an ominous orange glow. Simon 
sits in a desk chair, gazing out the windows at the battle. 
Spartan, gun drawn, silently enters through one of the doors. 


SPARTAN 
Freeze, Phoenix. It’s over. 


Simon doesn’t even turn around in his chair. 


SIMON 
Over? For who? Cuz it looks pretty 
over out there for your team. 


SPARTAN 
I never was one for team sports. 
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Distant rumbles of additional warfare echo over the basin. 
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SIMON 
So I’m dealing with a loose cannon, 
then? A John Rambo. John Wayne. 


SPARTAN 
Close. John Spartan. 


SIMON 
Who the fuck cares about your 
name? You’re still just a white 
piece of shit with a badge now and 
a dead piece of shit with a badge 
in a few minutes. Just like every 
other cop. 


SPARTAN 
I’m not every other cop. You know 
me. 


Simon, intrigued, spins his chair to finally behold Spartan. 
Simon remembers him, all right. 


SIMON 
What is your fucking grudge with 
me, man? 
SPARTAN 


I don’t have a grudge with you. I 
want to help you. I want to 
understand you. 


SIMON 
Brandishing the international 
symbol of understanding, a gun. 
This is the thanks I get for 
saving a pig’s life? 


SPARTAN 
Now I’m returning the favor. You’re 
a sitting duck waiting in this 
building any longer. L.A.P.D.’s 
throwing everything they have at 
this place to bring you down. 


SIMON 
Sitting duck, huh? And what does 
that make you? Bacon flambé? 
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Spartan looks down to his feet: he stands in an oily, iridescent 
PUDDLE, which covers much of the floor, extending to near 
Simon’s chair. EMPTY GAS CANISTERS stand nearby. Spartan looks 
back to Simon nervously. 


SIMON (CONT’D) 
Yeah, once again the L.A.P.D.’s 
overzealousness to bring down a 
Black man has backfired. 


Simon dangles the red hot CHERRY of his cigar playfully over the 
puddle. 


SIMON (CONT'D) 
Who’s gonna save you this time, 
John? I’m too busy killing you. 


Spartan raises his gun to Simon! BANG! Stillness hangs in the 
air as they lock eyes tensely. Spartan STUMBLES, clutching at 
his side, under his armpit. BLOOD stains his fingers. He DROPS 
his gun and falls, against the wall, out of the puddle. 


CEDRIC stands in an opposite entryway, a SMOKING GUN in his 
hand! Cedric moves towards Spartan, referring to Simon: 


CEDRIC 
Killing him would have been the 
worst thing you could do. The only 
way any of us get out of this is 
with him alive. 


SIMON 
Maybe you’re on my side after all... 


CEDRIC 
Simon, it’s bad out there. They’re 
evacuating the neighborhood. People 
a mile from here. They’re gonna 
destroy South Central to get to 
you! You gotta stop them! 


A true look of uncertainty and concern colors Simon's gaze. He 
looks to Spartan: 


SIMON 
What are they planning? 
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SPARTAN 
The plan is to crush you and crush 
anyone who gets in the way. Every 
cop in the city got called up and 
assigned tonight — body armor, 
heavy artillery. 
(re: his wound) 
Fuck, it went through the vest. 


CEDRIC 
Simon, you gotta call this off. 
Tell your guys to stand down. Even 
if it means everyone goes to jail. 
They’11l listen to you. 


Simon says nothing, the rare instance where he doesn’t have a 
retort or a reply. Cedric can tell he’s made a dent in Simon’s 
bulletproof bravado. 


CEDRIC (CONT'D) 
Please, brother. Think about 
Mariah. Would she want this for 
us? Would she even know who she 
was looking at? If losing her got 
you to this place, then backing 
away from this will bring you 
closer. Call off the soldiers... 


SIMON 
I can't do that. 


CEDRIC 
God dammit, Simon! I’m not fucking 
around! 

SIMON 


I CAN'T! I gave everybody their 
orders in person. Radios don’t 
work here on account of the power 
lines. I figured that would be an 
advantage. 


SPARTAN 
Let me call into my dispatch. If 
we can get to the roof, we'll have 
a Signal. They can patch you 
through to the radio — get you on 
the entire A.M. band. You (MORE) 
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SPARTAN (CONT’D) 
might not reach all your soldiers, 
but it’s a start. 


Simon thinks about it, softening. To Spartan: 


SIMON 
You can make it up to the roof? 


Spartan struggles to his feet, wincing. He NODS. Simon looks to 
Cedric, the pain in Cedric’s face palpable. Simon EXHALES. He's 
coming to his senses. 

SOONK! A BULLET POPS into Cedric’s head! His gelatinous brains 
vomit out the opposite side of his skull. Then the echoing CRACK 
of the RIFLESHOT, some distance away. Cedric’s body falls 
lifeless to the floor, DEAD before he hits the ground. 

EXT. GROCERY STORE ROOF — CONTINUOUS 


The repositioned SNIPER TEAM looks in on the office across the 
street. One of them has just taken the KILLSHOT. 


SNIPER SPOTTER 
Was that the target?! 


SNIPER SHOOTER 
I don’t know! Black male... 
INT. SIMON’S OFFICE — CONTINUOUS 
Simon rushes to Cedric’s body, SCREAMING, his hard-ass persona 
stripped away instantaneously. He cradles Cedric’s splintered 
cranium and formless face in his hands, before, ENRAGED, he 
looks to Spartan: 


P.O.V. SIMON — CONTINUOUS 


Spartan is GONE. 


INT. POWER PLANT CATWALKS — CONTINUOUS 


Grated floors, suspended metal bridgework and steel crossbeams 
line the perimeter of a cavernous, dark, multi-story WAREHOUSE. 
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Spartan, limping, struggles to escape the glow of Simon’s 
office, where Simon’s SILHOUETTE now appears. 


RATATATAT! A burst of machine gun fire from Simon; the bullets 
ping and ricochet off the lattice-work of steel by Spartan. He 
ducks into a nook for cover. 


SIMON 
C'mon, John! You weren't running 
up to the roof without me, were 
you? 


Spartan looks around as the catwalk SHUDDERS with Simon’s 
approaching presence. Spartan GRABS a LARGE WRENCH from the 
floor. He SPRINTS from his foxhole across another catwalk as 
Simon fires more at Spartan, missing him. 


Spartan reaches another partially-protected area — a landing of 
a ladder/stairwell leading up. Struggling, bleeding more, 
lugging his wrench with him, Spartan climbs the ladder. 


EXT. POWER PLANT ROOF — MOMENTS LATER 


The towering stanchions and their tangles of power lines are off 
to the side, level with the roof. Above it, nothing but smoky 
sky. In the center is a bulbous SKYLIGHT — panes of glass 
sloping upwards gradually, not unlike atop a GREENHOUSE. 


A HATCH on the roof FLIES OPEN, and Spartan slithers out, 
slamming the hatch desperately behind him. 


Spartan stumbles away from the hatch, kneeling, leaning on his 
wrench like a cane. He’s bleeding A LOT now, sweating, going 
pale. With true fear, he eyes the hatch. 


It OPENS. Simon’s hand slowly, deliberately, places the MAGNETIC 
ACCELERATOR onto the cracked tar paper of the roof. His hand 
disappears, then reappears, shoving a BOOMBOX onto the roof. 
Simon follows his props. Spartan looks on, bewildered. 


Simon approaches Spartan with intent, placing the boombox down 
in front of Spartan. 


SIMON 
What were you saying about making 
me a radio star? 
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Spartan looks up to Simon agreeably, then withdraws his RADIO. 
He DIALS IN a frequency and speaks into it: 


SPARTAN 
Come in dispatch, come in 
dispatch. This is Officer John 
Spartan, L.A.P.D. badge number 
10893... 


Simon leaves him and walks to the edge of the roof. Spartan’s 
ONGOING CONVERSATION proceeds in the background: 


SPARTAN (CONT'D) 
...I'm with the ringleader. He's 
requested a signal relay to the 


A.M. band to surrender...yes, 
alert the media... 


With hatred, Simon gazes down. 


P.O.V. SIMON — CONTINUOUS 

The SNIPER TEAM across the street, on the grocery store roof. 
Now who’s got the shot? 

BACK TO SCENE — CONTINUOUS 


SPARTAN (CONT’D) 
Simon. 


Simon turns back to Spartan, who holds out the radio to him. 
Simon takes it, CLICKS ON his boombox, then hits a PRESET 
BUTTON, SNAPPING the radio NEEDLE into place on an A.M. STATION. 
He speaks into Spartan’s radio: 


SIMON 
Hello? 


“Hello?” comes back Simon’s own voice, on delay, over the radio. 
He grins. 
INT. T.V. NEWS DESK — CONTINUOUS 


The T.V. News Anchor giddily describes the play-by-play. 
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T.V. NEWS ANCHOR 
This is a live feed now, from the 
warlord Simon Phoenix, we’re told 
this is coming from a police 
frequency... 


EXT. POWER PLANT ROOF — CONTINUOUS 


Simon meanders around the roof, orating to his audience, as 
Spartan keeps a cautious eye on him, still convalescing. Despite 
his rhetorical flair, Simon is also sobered, introspective: 


SIMON 
Hello Los Angeles. I look over my 
city tonight, and I see destruction. 
Discord. Distrust. I see rage. Now 
for most of you, you’ve probably 
only seen this once or twice in your 
life. But for me? For my people? 
This is just the status quo. 


INT. T.V. NEWS DESK — CONTINUOUS 
The T.V. News Anchor listens, live on the air. 


SIMON (CONT’D)(V.O.) 
I’ve been asked to address my 
people, my supporters. Soldiers, 
if you want to call them that. 


INT. GUN HOUSE — CONTINUOUS 


A few of Simon’s soldiers, Jace among them, gather around a 
staticky TV, on the floor of an otherwise empty shack. 


SIMON (CONT’D)(V.O.) 

The police want me to surrender. 
To declare this conflict over. And 
before I do that — 


The soldiers look to each other, unsure. 
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INT. PROFESSOR FRIENDLY’S LIVING ROOM — CONTINUOUS 


Once again Professor Friendly watches his fallen phenom, 
appalled and terrified at this devastating turn of events. 


SIMON (CONT’D)(V.O.) 
— I want to explain where this 
rage comes from. It comes from a 
lifetime of being told to play by 
the rules, but the rules are 
always changing. 


INT. COCTEAU’S MANSION — CONTINUOUS 
Cocteau listens, a snarl of condescension pursing his lips. 


SIMON (CONT’D)(V.O.) 
It comes from a financial system 
that rewards the accumulation of 
wealth with more wealth, and 
penalizes the lack of money with 
even more debt. 


EXT. SOUTH CENTRAL STREET — CONTINUOUS 
Riley and other COPS huddle around a police radio, listening. 


SIMON (CONT’D)(V.O.) 
It comes from a police force, a 
government, a world where someone 
asking to be treated as an equal 
can be considered a danger to 
society. 


EXT. POWER PLANT ROOF — CONTINUOUS 


SIMON (CONT’D) 
Am I responsible for what’s 
happening in South Central tonight? 
Yeah. But so are you. The Riots 
happened a couple years ago for 
these same reasons, and I wasn’t 
around then. Watts happened 30 
years ago for these same reasons, 
and I wasn’t around then. (MORE) 
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SIMON (CONT’D) 
So before tonight is over, ask 
yourself not how can we stop this 
tonight...but why will it happen 
again tomorrow? 


Spartan looks to Simon, impressed. 


EXT. BOYLE HEIGHTS BACK YARD — CONTINUOUS 


A group of LATINO MEN, tattoos and shaved heads, listen closely 
to an A.M. radio over an abandoned card game. 


SIMON (CONT’D)(V.O.) 
Now, as for all those people out 
there who look to me as some sort 
of leader. Some sort of prophet or 
moneyman or whatever... 


INT. RUSSIAN BAR — CONTINUOUS 


Thick-necked, crew-cut RUSSKIES in track suits watch a TV as 
their vodka shots go undrunk. 


SIMON (CONT’D)(V.O.) 
If you look at what’s going down 
in South Central tonight and you 
think this is the way to effect 
change? Shooting at cops? Fighting 
a war for our own neighborhoods? 


EXT. POWER PLANT ROOF — CONTINUOUS 


He looks out on the madness below him, the weight of the world 
finally stopping his locomotive charge towards self-immolation. 


SIMON (CONT’D) 
Then Simon Says, come on down to 
South Central and join up! Cuz the 
fight is JUST GETTING STARTED!!!! 


SPARTAN 
NOOO 
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INT. GUN HOUSE — CONTINUOUS 


Newly energized, Jace and the Soldiers ERUPT IN CHEERS! They 
rush out of the house, GUNS BLAZING! 


INT. RUSSIAN BAR — CONTINUOUS 


The Russkies also CHEER; they'll drink to that! Some of them 
examine their GUNS — pistols and uzis. 


EXT. BOYLE HEIGHTS BACK YARD — CONTINUOUS 


The back yard is already empty. The Latinos RUN down the 
driveway to join the escalating fray. 


EXT. SOUTH CENTRAL STREET — CONTINUOUS 
Horrified, Riley shuts off his radio. 


RILEY 
Man, fuck this. 
(yelling to all) 
We're out of here! FALL BACK! 


EXT. POWER PLANT ROOF — CONTINUOUS 


FRESH BURSTS of GUNFIRE and CHEERS from Simon’s followers come 
from below. He has riled them anew. Simon struts to the edge of 
the roof again. Into the radio: 


SIMON 
And one more thing! For every one 
of my men killed tonight, we're 
taking four cops with us!!! 


He tosses the radio over the side of the building, levels the 
magnetic accelerator at the grocery store roof and the sniper 
team, and FIRES! He FIRES AGAIN! AND AGAIN! AND AGAIN! 


EXT. GROCERY STORE ROOF — CONTINUOUS 


The roof and men are TORN ASUNDER by the magnetic impacts. Their 
bodies are tossed skyward, twisting sickly like ragdolls, or 
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punched downward, CRUSHED by the force. Bricks, lumber and other 
debris erupt upwards as the roof of the liquor store CAVES IN. 


EXT. NEIGHBORHOOD — NEAR POWER PLANT — CONTINUOUS 


Captain Healy still lays prone in the street. Jace and his crew 
come around the corner, spraying the remaining cops with more 
machine gun fire. Helplessly, Healy grabs a PLYWOOD BOARD and 
drags it on top of himself, hiding from certain annihilation. 


EXT. POWER PLANT ROOF — CONTINUOUS 


Simon looks down on what’s left of the grocery. WHACK! He’s 
hammered hard by Spartan’s WRENCH. Hobbled, Simon stumbles away. 


SPARTAN 
You son of a bitch! 


SIMON 
Now now, John. That doesn’t sound 
like you’re trying to understand 
me. 


SPARTAN 
Those lowlifes and criminals might 
buy your bullshit pep talk, but I 
know what you are! 


SIMON 
And what are you? Good cop? Bad 
cop? You blew your chance to 
arrest me, John. Only one thing 
left for you to do. 


Spartan eyes him ruefully, combating moralities battling within 
him. They face off, sizing each other up. New PLUMES of 
explosions and BURSTS of GUNFIRE dance on the urban horizon 
beyond them. 


Spartan RUSHES Simon! He raises the wrench overhead, but Simon 
rushes too, grabbing Spartan’s arms, overpowering the weakened 
warrior. The wrench falls heavily to the roof. Simon KNEES 
Spartan in the midsection twice, then elbows him in the face. 
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Spartan lopes away. Simon stalks him as a lion on the Serengeti, 
kicking Spartan’s knee from under him. Spartan drops to one 
knee. 


SIMON (CONT'D) 
C’mon, Spartan! Thought you had 
more fight in you than that! 


Spartan arises and grabs Simon by the throat! Spartan CHOKE 
SLAMS Simon onto the roof! Simon, dazed, grabs the wrench off 
the ground and STRIKES Spartan’s leg with it! Spartan cries in 
pain again and stumbles away. 


Simon gains his feet and pursues Spartan. He swings the heavy 
wrench but Spartan jukes out of the way every time! Right, left, 
overhead swipes avoided as Spartan backtracks. 


CLONK! Finally Simon connects, blood spewing out of Spartan’s 
mouth as he flies backwards! 


Spartan falls hard to the ground. Black nylon cushions his blow: 
he has wandered back by his DUFFLE BAG. Spartan desperately 
rifles through his bag as Simon approaches, wrench extended over 
his head. Simon swings the DEATH BLOW DOWNWARDS! 


CLANG! Spartan intercepts the strike with a RIFLE, held 
perpendicular over his head. Simon stumbles backwards, his arms 
rattling from the impact. Spartan lets the barrel of the gun 
slip into his grip, holding it like a baseball bat. 


They lock horns anew, each brandishing blunt battle-axes; a 
ballet of barbaric bloodlust, brain injury the payoff, 
bludgeonry the prose. 


Simon HACKS Spartan’s leg! Spartan SLAMS Simon’s arm. The BUTT 
of Spartan’s rifle KNOCKS Simon in the face. Simon THRUSTS the 
wrench into Spartan’s gut. Blow for blow they beat each other, 
warring across the roof wherever their vengeful whims lead. 


They both take home run SWINGS and their weapons COLLIDE mid-air 
— the impact rattles them and they lose their grips, the wrench 
and rifle bouncing away. Simon charges Spartan, tackling him. 
Intertwined, they stumble backwards onto the glass skylight. 


BANG they fall onto the calcified panes. Simon straddles 
Spartan, throwing punches. Spartan returns. Spartan rolls, 
tossing Simon aside, climbing atop him momentarily. They wrestle 
and trade kicks, knees and elbows simultaneously. 
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Some of the panes beneath them begin to CRACK and SPIDERWEB. 


SIMON (CONT’D) 
You know what my secret to success 
is, Spartan? I’m not stronger or 
meaner than anyone else. But I’m 
the smartest motherfucker to ever 
run the ‘hood! 


Simon claws at Spartan’s bloody side, finding the WOUND from 
Cedric’s gun, and JAMMING a finger into the bullethole! Spartan 
SCREECHES in primal pain! 


SIMON (CONT’D) 
If there's a weakness, I'll 
exploit it! 


He punches the wound. Again Spartan yelps. 


SIMON (CONT'D) 
Outsmarting some fuckin’ sasquatch 
like you isn’t very impressive. 
But overpowering you? Now that’s 
all mental. 


Spartan is too weak, too overwhelmed to handle Simon. Simon 
again straddles him, grabbing the rifle nearby, PRESSING it down 
hard across Spartan’s windpipe. 


SIMON (CONT’D) 
Look in my eyes, John. 


Spartan’s neck bulges, blood vessels in his eyes pop, spittle 
coagulates on his lips. 


SIMON (CONT’D) 
Do you think I’m mental? 


With his last ounce of life: 


SPARTAN 
I think you’re alone. 


This hits Simon. It hurts him. For a split second his alter ego 
melts away and he’s the vulnerable kid with a crush on his 
sweetheart, just trying to make the grade. His grip loosens ever 
so slightly on the gun. 
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In a moment the reprieve is gone; Simon SNAPS back into MADMAN 
MODE. 


SIMON 
Alone? Look around! I got the 
whole world on my side! 


He FORCES the rifle down hard again. CRICKLE CRACKLE. The glass 
beneath them sags and crunches. Spartan, choking, CAN'T FIGHT IT 
ANYMORE. It’s over. 


CRASH!!! The glass SHATTERS! Spartan FALLS! 


He grabs the rifle — either end rest on the broken windows’ 
panes — it’s a lifeline holding him up! Simon leans on the same 
rifle, his life also spared by the weapon draped across the 
abyss! He glares down at the dangling Spartan. 


SIMON (CONT’D) 
Rest in Peace, John Spartan. I was 
always a Trojans fan anyway. 


With gymnastic athleticism, Spartan swings himself up and 
forward, extending his legs upwards out of the hole! He KICKS 
Simon HARD with the soles of both boots! Simon flies back, blood 
spurting out of his mouth, off the skylight, back onto the roof. 


Gripping the rifle, Spartan shimmies out of the hole, gasping 
for breath. Fumbling, he sifts through his pockets, a fistful of 
BULLETS jangling out, falling and rolling down the sloping 
glass. He is able to numbly hold onto one SINGLE BULLET. 


With shaking hands and imprecise movements, Spartan barely feeds 
the bullet into the rifle’s chamber. He COCKS it into place, and 
LEVELS the gun at Simon: 


Simon stands a few feet from him, the MAGNETIC ACCELERATOR 
trained on Spartan. From this point-blank range, Spartan is 
molecular detritus if hit with the acc-mag. 


SPARTAN 
Drop it. 


SIMON 
Funny. I could say the same thing 
to you. 
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SPARTAN 
You might get your shot off, but 
so will I. You ready to die? 


SIMON 
Nobody’s ever ready to die, John. 
But have I considered the 
possibility I might today? Sure 
have. I’m a Black man in America. 
Every day feels like it might be 
my last day. That’s something 
you'll never understand. 


SPARTAN 
I meant what I said down there. I 
want to understand you. You saved 
my life not long ago. I know 
you're a good man. You have the 
ability to undo all of this. I 
heard your speech. What you said 
is totally understandable! 


Simon is not completely unmoved. He lowers the magnetic 
accelerator ever so slightly off Spartan. 


SIMON 
I’m sick of hearing platitudes 
about understanding and tolerance. 
You gotta make people see! Until 
people see, they’re not ready for 
change. I want this shit to change! 


SPARTAN 
We want the same things! I don’t 
want to be on a police force that 
half a city is afraid of. I’ve 
seen the corruption from the 
inside. Let me take you in. You 
can still call this off, I'll 
vouch for you — you can be an 
agent of change. Of peace. Run for 
mayor in ten years. 


SIMON 
After a spell at San Quentin? 
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SPARTAN 
Keep this shit up and it’1ll be the 
gas chamber! Look around, Simon! 
This isn’t some Robin Hood game 
anymore! Look at your neighborhood, 
your home! What would you do to the 
guy who did this to your home?! 


Simon completely lowers the gun, softening. He again gazes over 
the carnage he has inspired. Then he looks back to Spartan. 


SIMON 
You and me? Reforming the police? 
Together? 


Spartan, SINCERELY, nods. Simon is sad. He’s tired. He knows 
Spartan is right. Spartan relaxes. 


SUDDENLY, SNEERING with devilish delight: 


SIMON (CONT’D) 
When pigs fly. 


He FIRES the magnetic accelerator into the skylight! CRASH! The 
GLASS PANE on which Spartan stands SHATTERS! 


Spartan FALLS through the gap in the skylight! Icy glass 
crystals surround him as he SCREAMS, his pleas for mercy 
evaporating into the deafening blackness below. Simon, 
conversationally: 


SIMON (CONT'D) 
Sorry, John. You should have been 
a fireman. 
(re: the neighborhood) 
Business is BOOMING for them lately. 


INT. POWER PLANT — CONTINUOUS 


Spartan PLUMMETS, flailing helplessly through a dark, formless 
void! SPLASH! He lands hard in a large tank of black water: the 
POWER PLANT COOLING POOL. The water churns momentarily before 
settling again into placid nothingness. 


GAAASP! Spartan SURFACES, dying for breath! He desperately 
paddles to the metal side of the pool, laboriously pulling 
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himself onto, then over the edge, onto the concrete ground 
below. He heaves for breath, grimaces in pain, but he’s ALIVE. 


Blood still trickles out of his side, staining the floor beneath 
him. He closes his eyes, almost calmly. There’s no fight left. 
Spartan drifts into UNCONSCIOUSNESS. 


EXT. POWER PLANT ROOF — CONTINUOUS 


Exhausted, Simon approaches his boombox, still spraying out 
static after his ignominious address. 


Simon twists the DIAL on the boombox: the TUNING NEEDLE SLIDES 
this way and that, jumping over static and RADIO STATIONS. 
Finally, Simon catches the opening BASS RIFF of BILL WITHERS’ 
“LOVELY DAY.” Simon pauses his search. 


Simon reclines on a pane of the slanted skylight, fetching a 
cigar from an inside pocket. He lights it and takes a satisfying 
puff. The STRINGS on the Withers song kick in. “When I wake up 
in the morning, love...and the sunlight hurts my eyes...” 


Simon looks out at the RAGING HELLSCAPE before him, STRUCTURE 
FIRES burning brightly, TRACER FIRE arcing up into the air here 
and there. SMOKE everywhere. In the far distance, HELICOPTERS 
with SPOTLIGHTS shining down. 


“And something without warning, love...bears heavy on my 
mind...” 


The omnipresent wail of EMERGENCY SIRENS echoes throughout the 
evening, punctuated by EXPLOSIONS, GUNSHOTS, SCREAMS OF TERROR 
or CRIES OF TRIUMPH. 


Civilian vehicles — pickup trucks, sedans — bearing gangland 
REINFORCEMENTS stream towards the neighborhood: The Boyle 
Heights Latinos, The Russkies, and others, eager to earn their 
stripes for their new commander. 


This is what Simon’s ambition has wrought: it’s his kingdom, but 
come morning, how much will be left? As he looks into the night, 
his face is overcome not with grief, but with perverse 
acceptance. 


“Then I look at you. And the world's all right with me...” 
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There’s really no going back. All good intentions are 
meaningless now. Death and destruction are his calling card. The 
love he always wanted has never been farther away. It will never 
be within sight again. 


This is who he is now. 


“Just one look at you, and I know it's gonna be a lovely day! 


Lovely Day, 
Lovely Day, 
Lovely Day, 
Lovely Day...” 


THE END 


